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Hollywood Newcomer Sirius Black hits 
the Silver Screen in Admirers & Darlings 


The cast list for Admirers & Darlings has just dropped, and we are 
salivating over the casting for Ambrose: Sirius Black. 


Black is a virtual unknown in Hollywood apart from a supporting role in 
Servant of Fortune, until he was plucked out of obscurity by Director 
Alastor Moody. Moody is known for making low-budget indie films that 
ultimately end up as launching points for many unknown actors, and 
Black is an excellent candidate for stardom under Moody's direction, 
especially given his aristocratic good looks and, let's be honest here, 
perfectly toned arse. 
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selling novel by the same name. The book, a contemporary romance 
featuring Black’s character Ambrose as the bad-boy heartthrob who is 
caught off-guard by his love interest Monique, played by Dreary 
Crossing's Mary MacDonald. We can’t wait to see the chemistry between 
these two, and we have our eyes out for those steamy scenes that are 
fan favorites from the books. 


We can't wait to snag tickets for the movie, with an expected release 
date in Summer 2023. 


Want more information on the casting? Lee Jordan interviews the cast 
and asks them the questions we all know you're dying to know the 
answers to. Read what they had to say here. 
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The cast list for Admirers & Darlings has just dropped, and we are 
salivating over the casting for Ambrose: Sirius Black. 


Black is a virtual unknown in Hollywood apart from a supporting role in 
Servant of Fortune , until he was plucked out of obscurity by Director 
Alastor Moody. Moody is known for making low-budget indie films that 
ultimately end up as launching points for many unknown actors, and Black 
is an excellent candidate for stardom under Moody's direction, especially 
given his aristocratic good looks and, let's be honest here, perfectly toned 
arse. 


Admirers & Darlings is the film adaptation of Morgan Blightly’s best- 
selling novel by the same name. The book, a contemporary romance 
featuring Black’s character Ambrose as the bad-boy heartthrob who is 
caught off-guard by his love interest Monique, played by Dreary Crossing 
"s Mary MacDonald. We can’t wait to see the chemistry between these two, 
and we have our eyes out for those steamy scenes that are fan favorites 
from the books. 


We can't wait to snag tickets for the movie, with an expected release date 
in Summer 2023. 


Want more information on the casting? Lee Jordan interviews the cast and asks them 
the questions we all know you're dying to know the answers to. Read what they had 
to say here. 
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Movie poster: Admirers & Darlings. A film by Alastor Moody. Staring Mary 
Macdonald and Sirius Black. In cinemas 12 July 2023. 
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grin! Black greets fans at a coffee house in 
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early heatwave, or are we all swooning? 
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One thing sadly missing from the Admirers & Darlings 
press tours: Black is very tight-lipped about his love life. Your 
fans are dying to know, Sirius! Is there hope for all the lonely 
hearts out there, or do we have to sit by and watch as your 
heart is stolen away? 
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“Well, there he is, Mr. Big Time Actor. | didn’t think you’d be here.” James wiped a 
fake tear from his cheek. “Figured you’d forgotten about us little guys now that 
you've had your big break.” 


“Fuck off,” Sirius chided softly as he sat down, though it was spoiled a bit by the 
fact that he had to remove his hood, scarf, and sunglasses as he sat down. “It’s 
one movie.” 


Remus snorted. “One movie, my arse. Your face is on every damn bus in this city. 
Can’t go anywhere without seeing your ugly mug.” 


“Aw, Rem, don’t lie. His mug isn’t ugly. He's got proof now.” James smirked at 
Sirius again. “He’s the second runner-up for—“ 


“—-sexiest man alive for 2023,” Remus finished at the same time with a roll of his 
eyes. “You know, | hadn’t forgotten, actually. Nor have my Uni mates. | swear | 
hear daily about that Aottie with the body Sirius Black.” Remus fakes a swoon into 
James, who catches him and dramatically fans his face. 


Sirius groaned and buried his face in his hands. “Please, please stop. You 
absolutely should forget about it. It’s really just publicity nonsense.” 


“Oh, well that’s obvious. Did you see the guy who won?” James blew out a slow 
breath. “I don’t know who needs to hear it, but Robert Pattinson isn’t even that 
good-looking. Like, at all. | bet you win next year, Sirius.” 


“That’s what my publicist said today.” Sirius groaned. “It’s such a crock. People are 
ridiculous.” Despite his words, Sirius couldn’t help the smile that lit up his face. 


“You’re loving every minute of it.” Remus said, calling it out. “Come on, you can 
admit it. It’s just us here.” 


Sirius looked around the small cafe, which was deserted. Even Madam Rosmerta 
was somewhere in the back, far out of earshot. He turned back to them with a 
smile. “It is pretty great.” 


James clapped him on the shoulder, perhaps harder than necessary. “I’m happy for 
you, man. That’s fantastic. | hope it’s everything you ever wished for.” 


“Me too, Sirius. |’m glad your dreams are coming true.” Remus took a drink from 
his tea in front of him, then set it down. “Tell us all about it. What are the goings- 
on in the life of a celebrity? What’s the big news?” 


Sirius laughed, then nervously looked away as he ran a hand through his hair. 
“Well, get this. | have to find a boyfriend.” 


James and Remus both looked at him blankly, then exchanged a glance. “That 
can’t be that hard,” James said. 


Sirius waved a hand, dismissing James’s statement like he was missing the 
obvious. “No, finding a date is easy enough. | need to find a boyfriend. The press 
has been relentless in trying to sort out the details of my love life, and apparently, 
this is the easiest way to quiet them. | don’t know. My agent Minerva explained it, 
but | need someone who at least appears to be serious and long-term, and who 
looks good on my arm for the movie premiere in two weeks.” 


“That’s awful quick,” Remus said. “What happens if you don’t find someone?” 


Sirius shrugged. “Minerva said she’d find someone who could pretend to be my 
boyfriend. She suggested another client of hers—some guy named Gilderoy? 
Stupid fucking name, but apparently he could benefit from the boyfriend plan as 
well.” James and Remus already had their phones in their hands, typing in 
Gilderoy’s name. “No, come on. Don’t google him, that’s so—“ 


“This guy looks like a ponce.” Remus flicked up on his screen. “Seriously. He’s got 
the same hair and smile in all of these photos. Is he made of plastic?” 


James turned his phone sideways as a video started to play. The thick, round voice 
playing from his speakers was already grating on Sirius's nerves. “Good evening, 
my lovely Lockhartthrobs! You’re all looking fabulous today, if | do say so myself. | 
can tell more of you are using my Gilderoy Lockhart Hair Tonic—“ 


“Isn’t that a video?” Remus asked, leaning over James’s shoulder. 
“It is. It's on his YouTube.” James’s eyebrows crease, and he punched the button in 


the middle of the screen to pause the video before setting his phone down on the 
table. “Guy’s a wanker.” 


Remus looked back at Sirius in surprise. “You’re going to date this guy?” 


Sirius groaned again. “Not if | can find someone else. Either of you got a friend 
who doesn’t suck and would take dating me seriously?” 


Remus shook his head. “Sorry, mate. No one comes to mind.” 
James regarded him carefully. “Does it have to be serious?” 


Sirius raised a flat palm. “It’s supposed to be someone who does not appear to be 
a fling, but like a legit relationship.” 


James shook his head. “No, | mean, they told you that if you didn’t find someone, 
they’d find you a fake date, right? Well, why don’t you find someone who is willing 
to be your date, but without the serious, /ong-term nature of it? Like a friend who 


is willing to pretend to be your boyfriend.” 


Sirius looked at him with a raised eyebrow. “I think they’d end up googling you 
and finding your girlfriend, James. Kinda defeats the purpose.” 


“Not me, obviously.” James turns to Remus. “Remus doesn’t have a partner right 


now. 
Remus choked on his drink. “Me? No, | would look ridiculous on the red carpet.” 
“Well, that’s a lie,” James said. 

“You would look gorgeous. We’d get you a tux, and you’d clean up well enough.” 
Sirius looked him up and down, past the ratty jumper and trainers. “Yeah, it would 
work, if you want to? No pressure, but it would be fun.” 

“| don’t know—“ 


“rll let you keep the swag bag,” Sirius says, hoping to sweeten the offer. 


Remus looked concerned. “Are you sure about this? You want me to be the guy on 
your arm at the premiere of your first movie?” 


“| would love it if you came with me.” Sirius clasped his hands together in front of 
his face. “Please, Remus! We’ll have so much fun. Please.” 


James matched Sirius’s posture. “Please, Remus.” 


“Pleeease.” 


“Pleeeease.” 
“Pleeeeeease.” 
“Pleeeeeeeease.” 
“Ple—“ 


“Alright, enough!” Remus cut them off with a laugh, knowing they’d go on for 
hours if he didn’t cut them off. “Fine! I'll be your fake boyfriend.” 


“Thank you, you’re a lifesaver.” Sirius sat back in his chair, looking more relaxed. 


Just then, James’s phone on the table unpaused, and Gilderoy’s voice rang out 
from the speakers. “—great news for you all. Hold onto your knickers, 
LockHartthrobs, and get ready to throw them my direction, because | will see all of 
you—* 


James paused it again. “Might have saved his life literally. That guy would drive 
Sirius to murder, and our poor friend would end up spending his life behind 
bars.” 


“Well, | guess let me save you from rotting in prison, then.” Remus sipped his 
drink again. 


“Perfect, thanks.” Sirius scooted his chair closer to Remus, pulling out his phone. 
“Can | send a picture of us to Minerva?” Remus shrugged his assent, and Sirius 
wrapped an arm around his shoulder as he held the phone up to take a picture. He 
looked down at it with a smile and typed out a message on his phone. “And sent.” 


Remus trembled in mock anxiety. “Hope she approves of me.” 

“She will, of cou—“ his words are cut off by the vibration of his phone. “Minerva is 
asking for your number so she can arrange a tux for you.” He looks up at Remus. 
“| guess you’re approved.” 


“Oh good, | was worried,” Remus said flatly. 


“Ah, young love.” James fanned himself dramatically. “I’m going to tell this story at 
your wedding one day.” 


Sirius sat in the back of his limo on the way to pick up Remus. He hadn’t seen 
Remus since the day in the cafe, but they’d exchanged texts. Remus seemed to be 
excited about the impending premier, but Sirius couldn’t quite get a read on 
whether Remus was really alright being his date. He supposed, at this point, it 
didn’t matter. He was coming tonight. 


Sirius knew it had been leaked to the paparazzi that he was bringing a date. A 
boyfriend. They would be photographed and bombarded as soon as they got 
there. He hoped Remus was ready. 


Minerva was typing away on the screen over her phone on the other side of the 
limo, working magic with two thumbs that Sirius couldn’t even begin to explain. 
He knew better than to question her about it, too, so they rode in silence. 

She looked up as the limo slowed, peering out the window. “Ah, there he is.” 
Sirius looked out the window, catching sight of a man in a tux standing in front of 
Remus’s building. It took far longer than was really reasonable to realize that it 


was Remus in a tux. “Woah.” 


Minerva nodded approvingly as the car stopped and Remus walked to the door. 
“Yes, he’ll do just fine.” 


When the driver opened the door, Remus slid into the seat next to Sirius with a 
smile. “Hi.” 


“Look at you, Remus. | didn’t know you cleaned up so well.” Sirius pushed his 
shoulder. “You look good.” 


Remus smoothed his lapels. “Well, | figure we gotta make this look right. You 
wouldn’t put up with an ugly date.” 


Sirius scoffed. “Why am | bringing you; you make me sound like a prick?” 


“Sounds accurate to me.” Remus shrugged, and Sirius pushed his shoulder again, 
this time harder. Remus fell to the side with a laugh. 


“Speaking of making this look right,” Minerva cut in, resting her phone in her lap. 
“Have you two discussed how to make this relationship appear believable?” 


Sirius glanced at Remus, who looked just as lost as he was. “What do you mean?” 


“The goal of this exercise,” Minerva said, looking down at her phone again and 
briefly typing a message, “is that people will believe you are together and that you 
have been for some time. If you want it to be successful, you’re going to have to 
be convincing. If you walk in there punching each other in the shoulder and 
jumping if you touch too much, no one is going to buy this arrangement.” 


Sirius nodded nervously. “What do you suggest?” 


She looked up from her phone and regarded them carefully. “Well, hand-holding is 
a must. No one will believe this if you don't hold hands.” 


Remus looked at him and offered his hand to Sirius. Sirius slid his hand into 
Remus’s, slotting their fingers together. It was... surprisingly good. Remus’s hand 
was warm and firm, and Sirius didn’t mind it. 


He turned back to Minerva. “Alright, what else.” 


“Casual touches, of course. Nothing indiscreet, Sirius.” She gave him a look that 
was so reminiscent of a school teacher that Sirius half expected to earn detention. 
“But walking arm in arm, a hand to the back or the shoulder, straightening a 
wayward hair would not be out of place. Beyond that, it’s up to the two of you 
what you’re comfortable doing. | wouldn’t snog in front of the cameras, but small, 
affectionate kisses would not be inappropriate. If, of course, you’re prepared to 
kiss in front of the cameras, though.” 


Sirius considered it a moment. It wouldn’t be his first on-camera kiss. Admirers & 
Darlings required him to kiss his co-star Mary more than once, and this wouldn’t 
really be different than that. Other than the fact that Sirius was very gay and Mary 
was a woman. And Remus... Remus was not a woman, but he was just Remus. 


Sirius glanced at just Remus, who seemed to be going through his own mental 
calculations on the suggestions. Sirius watched as Remus worried his lip between 
his teeth before responding. “Honestly, I’d rather we didn’t kiss. Kissing on 
camera seems, | don’t know, impersonal. Can we just say that we don’t do that 
kind of PDA?” 


Minerva nods. “I think that’s a fair compromise.” Minerva looked down at her 
phone again. “Ms. MacDonald has just taken to the red carpet with her boyfriend, 
sO we are about two minutes from your arrival. Any last questions or concerns?” 


Sirius turned to Remus, who swallowed hard but shook his head. Sirius squeezed 
his hand. “Don’t worry, Remus. I'll be there the whole time.” 


Remus gave him a nervous smile. “Il think |’m supposed to be there for you.” 
“We can be there for each other,” Sirius responded. 


“Well, gentlemen, it’s time. Good luck.” Minerva gestured to the door. Remus 
began to slide across the seat, but Minerva stopped him. “Let Sirius go first, and 
then he’ll help you out.” 


Remus gave Sirius a small smile as Sirius climbed over him, bracing himself with a 
hand on Remus’s leg. When the door opened, he stepped out and straightened 
under the flash of a thousand cameras. 


Sirius was already wearing his press smile-one that stretched a little too wide and 
showed off a few too many teeth, but the camera picked it up as enthusiasm. He 
raised his hand waving and smiling, then turned back toward the car door and 
offered his hand. 


Remus Sat just inside, waiting for his cue from Sirius. He looked up to Sirius, his 
eyes clear with a hint of nerves. Remus placed his hand in Sirius’s and let himself 
be pulled up. 


Sirius felt the flash of cameras go off around him as Remus stood close and only 
inches away, hand locked in Sirius’s. Sirius still wore his press smile. “Are you 
ready for this?” 


Remus smiled back, almost as broadly. “Your smile looks ridiculous.” 
Sirius laughed. “You get used to it. Come on.” 


Sirius started walking down the red carpet with Remus a half step behind him. He 
used his free hand to smooth down the buttons of the front of his tux jacket, a 
nervous gesture as much as anything, as they approached the first set of 
cameras. 


“Sirius! Sirius Black! Over here, love!” 
Sirius saw her deep magenta dress and poison green microphone and internally 
repressed an exasperated sigh. He squeezed Remus’s hand as he walked up. “Rita 


Skeeter. Wonderful to see you again.” 


Rita smiled her most pandering smile. “Always lovely to see you, Sirius. Who’s your 
friend here?” 


Sirius turned to look at Remus, who frankly looked gorgeous with his hair styled 
with his golden curls sweeping back away from his face. Sirius expected him to 
look nervous or uncomfortable, but he smiled broadly and stepped up as Sirius 
beckoned him. “Oh, Rita. You haven’t already sniffed that out?” His tone was 
teasing, but he softened it with his most charismatic smile. 


Rita pursed her lips in an amused-but-chaffed smile, well pleased with his charm. 
“Well, I’ve got my theories, but why don’t you confirm them for me.” 


Sirius chuckled warmly. “This is Remus, my boyfriend.” Sirius wrapped his arm 
around Remus’s waist as he stepped up next to him, and Sirius felt as much as 
saw the cameras pointed in their direction go wild in an attempt to capture the 
moment. Sirius pulled him closer, and was surprised at how comfortable it felt to 
have Remus there. 


“Boyfriend, you say?” Rita pushed her microphone a little closer to them. “Is this a 
new relationship?” 


“Blind date, actually. Told him to wear a tux and he didn’t even know who | was 
until | picked him up in the limo.” 


Remus playfully swatted at his stomach. “Darling, she’s going to think you’re 
serious.” 


Sirius turned to him with a gleeful smile. “I’m always Sirius.” 


Remus rolled his eyes with a fond smile before turning back to Rita. “This is nota 
new relationship. | have had the traumatizing pleasure of keeping Sirius for,” he 
paused, turning back to Sirius. “What is it, nearly six years?” 


The mischievous glint in Remus’s eye made Sirius hesitate before he responded. It 
took him just a moment to count back the years. “No, wait! That proposal didn’t 
count for anything. It was a dare.” 


Remus threw his head back and laughed. “No, that definitely counts. You even got 
on one knee and gave me a ring pop.” 


“Which you never gave back, by the way,” Sirius responded with slightly narrowed 
eyes. 


Remus shrugged affectionately. “I ate it.” 
Sirius ducked his head and laughed, before looking back at Rita. “Ignore him. 


We’ve been together under a year, but as you can tell, we’ve been best friends for 
several years.” 


She looked at them with a raised eyebrow. “And will we be seeing a new ring pop 
on his finger sometime soon?” 


Sirius gave her a conspiratorial grin. “Now, if | had planned a secret proposal, 
would | tell you about it?” 


“Oh, come now, Sirius. You know | can keep a secret.” As she said it, she nudged 
the microphone a little closer. 


Sirius smiled broadly. “Just between you, me, and your millions of readers, right?” 


She shrugged, then asked Sirius a few questions about the movie and the premier. 
Remus stayed next to him, watching with a smile on his face as Sirius talked about 
how great the experience was and how the cast felt like a family. 


They walked away a few moments later, holding hands again, and when they were 
out of range of the first group of microphones, Remus ducked his head and sing- 
songed, “James is going to be mad at you.” 


Sirius dipped his head toward Remus’s ear. “Why’s that?” 


Remus looked back at him with a Cheshire cat grin. “You called me your best 
friend on camera.” 


Sirius threw back his head and laughed loud enough that he saw a few people turn 
in their direction. He shook his head, muttering something about we// don’t te// 
him , but he was unable to shake the smile off of his face. He pulled Remus 
further down the red carpet. 


The rest of the night went by swiftly, a jumble of nerves and smiling so wide for so 
long that it made Sirius’s face sore from it. Remus was there with him through 
everything, from the red carpet to the after-party. He was always at Sirius’s side or 
under his arm, with soft touches that managed to both make Sirius feel more 
relaxed in the moment and let everyone around them believe that they were 
together. 


Sirius had originally planned on going to the premier alone. He had the option of 
bringing a plus one, and even before this whole fake relationship thing, but he 
really didn’t think he’d want anyone to come. Since it was the first, it felt to 
important and personal to bring just anyone too. However, he was surprised to 
find that Remus’s presence was comforting. 


When they were sitting in the seats of the theater, waiting for the lights to go out, 
Sirius destroyed the pamphlet he’d been handed at the door out of nerves. He was 


well on the way to tearing the little pieces into littler pieces when Remus grabbed 
his hand and threaded their fingers together. “It’s going to be great, Sirius.” 


Sirius smiled back at him, too consumed by the knots in his stomach to say 
anything in response, but Remus lifted his hand to his lips and kissed the back of 
Sirius’s hand. With that one gesture, all the butterflies in his stomach calmed, but 
Remus didn’t let go for the whole movie. 


When they slid into the limo at the end of the night with loose ties and open 
collars, Sirius could see the exhaustion in the way Remus slouched against the 
seat. “Long day, huh?” 


Remus huffed a tired, breathy laugh. “You know, | didn’t expect that to be so 
exhausting. | guess | just thought we’d walk in slowly and watch a movie, then 
have some drinks.” 


Sirius sat back against the opposite seat, loosening the cufflinks in his sleeves. “It 
feels a bit like running a marathon, right?” 


Remus tilted his head with a wry smile. “Well, if I’d ever run a marathon, I’m sure 
that would be a reference that would make sense.” 


“It’s the cameras. You have to be constantly on for them, and they drain your 
energy worse than anything else.” 


Remus leaned his head back against the top of the seat, stretching his legs out 
across the limo on either side of Sirius’s legs. “Aren’t you an actor? Doesn’t that 
include cameras?” 


“Press cameras are very different from movie cameras,” Sirius said, kicking 
Remus’s foot with a smile. “Though acting is exhausting as well, I’ll have you 
know.” 


Remus snorted, his eyes closed. “Of course it is, darling.” He opened one eye, 
peaking over toward Sirius. “I hope this went alright tonight? The red carpet made 
me nervous, but | think it went okay.” 


“It went fantastic.” Sirius shrugged. “Better than | expected, honestly.” 


“Me too, really. | was worried | messed up with the whole ring pop thing. They’re 
going to be bugging you to propose, aren’t they?” 


Sirius waved him off. “The goal was to be convincing, and questions about our 
impending engagement would qualify as convincing. | can handle that.” 


The limo slowed in front of Remus’s flat, and Sirius peered out the window. 
“Should | walk you to the door? Make sure you get in alright?” 


Remus snorted. “Absolutely not. You just want a kiss on the doorstep, and I’m not 
that kind of boy.” 


Sirius smiled. “What, more like a third date thing?” 


“At least the tenth. I’m going to make you work for it.” Remus scooted to the edge 
of the seat to open the door. 


Sirius handed him the swag bag. “Don’t forget your booty.” 


Remus grabbed the bag, but wiggled his butt against the seat. “Fully attached. 
Good night, Sirius.” 


“Night Remus. Thanks again.” 


Sirius settled back into his seat for his quiet ride home. 
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Did you catch my interview with Sirius Black and his 
beau? We’re digging up all the dirt on this Remus-stick 
around while we find out who he is! 

@ 2.1M 10:06 PM - July 12, 2023 


32.2K people are talking about this 


Sandy 
@infinitcarriage 


Catch me, I'm swooning @ @Did you see #SiriusBlack 
whispering in his boyfriend's ear on the red carpet? They're so 
cute. #teamblupin 
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I've seen admirers & darlings five times now. I'm *obsessed* 
and | cannot get enough. #whoiscomingfornumber6 
#siriusblackisagod 
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Ominocular Magazine; Issue 10. 


INSIDE: Sirius Black! A Look at Hollywood's New Golden Boy 


Fall 2023 


E! ENTERTAINMENT TEEN 
SIRIUS BLACK LANDS NEW ROLE! 


Black joins the cast of Emmaline Vance, 
Florence Pugh, and Daniel Radcliffe in the 
psychological thriller called Shadow of the 
Wolf, adapted from the story by Helen 
Hufflehouse. In the film, Corey Flemming, 
played by Radcliffe, leads a group of 
religious zealots into the woods in order to 
worship a lupine god called Greyback. They 
expect Greyback to be generous and kind, 
only to discover that he is a vengeful god 


looking for a sacrifice. 
by Michael Smith 


Expect to be on the edge of your seat for 
We haven't seen the last of Sirius Black. this one. We can’t wait to see how well this 


Following his performance in Admirers & cast handles the challenge. 
Darlings, Black lands a supporting role that 
we can't wait to sink our teeth into. 
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ONLY IN THEATERS OCTOBER 22 


Movie Poster: Staring: Daniel Radcliffe, Florence Pugh, Emmaline Vance, Sirius 
Black. Adapted from the Novel by Helen Hufflehouse. Shadow of the Wolf. Only in 


theaters October 22. 


The Quibbler 
@thequibbler 


Where is Sirius Black's supposed long term boyfriend? Are we 
supposed to believe it's been almost a year since we met 
Remus and they haven't been out together in public? 
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Rita Skeeter 
@rita.skeeter 


Where is Remus Lupin? Sirius claimed that Remus was 
his long-term boyfriend, but we’ve yet to see him again. 
Where are you hiding him, Sirius? Or are you not as close as 
we were led to believe? 
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SIRIUS BLACK JOINS 
Mythic 
CAST 


The rumors have been confirmed! Sirius 
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Sirius Black Joins Mythic Cast 


The rumors have been confirmed! Sirius Black has been added to the phenomenal 
cast for Horace Slughorn’s latest historical blockbuster. This is especially 
surprising since Black’s last movie has not yet hit theaters. 


Shadow of the Wo/f premieres on October 22, but Black has already signed on to 
the cast of Mythic. |In fact, Black will have to take a break from filming Mythic to 
attend the Shadow of the Wo/f premiere. This is virtually unheard of for someone 
with relatively few credits to their name, but we think this is a sign that we can 
expect big things to come from Black. 


Black will be joining a truly outstanding cast of A-list actors for Slughorn’s Mythic 
, a film that is part love story, part Roman war epic. Black takes a supporting role 
in this film, but we’re excited to see how he stands up to this stellar cast. 


Chapter 3: Easy A (2010) 


Remus slid into the limo as the driver opened the door to find Sirius practically 
laying down across the seat with his head leaning against the back. Remus 
laughed. “You’re already asleep? You’re going to be a shit date if you’re sleeping 
before we even get there.” 


Sirius didn’t open his eyes, but a slow smile spread across his face. “They let me 
off the set of Mythic for the day, but they woke me up at four so | could get in at 
least four hours of workout before | had to head to the airport.” 


“Four Hours?” Remus scoffed. “You’ve got to be kidding. That’s an exaggeration, 
right?” 


“No.” Sirius peeked through one half-opened eye. “It was actually a bit of a relief. 
It’s normally six hours.” 


“No, absolutely not. That is literally torture.” Remus shook his head, reaching for 
the bottle of champagne and glasses on the small limo bar. “Is a drink going to 


put you to sleep?” 


“Can’t.” Sirius pulled himself to sit upright, straightening his suit. “It’s not 
permitted on the diet.” 


Remus snorted as he poured it. “One drink won’t hurt you.” 


“I’m under strict orders to not have a drink. | guess champagne causes bloating?” 
Sirius shrugged a shoulder and watched closely as Remus poured his. “I’ve been 


given permission for a single vodka tonic during the cast toast after the premiere, 
but that’s the only drink | am allowed.” 


Remus took a sip of his glass and felt slightly guilty as the bubbles slid over his 
tongue. “What if you don’t have your own drink, but you can have some of mine.” 


Sirius eyed his glass carefully, and Remus knew he had him interested. Remus held 
the glass out, dangling it between two fingers and twisting it enticingly. Sirius 
chewed his lip for a moment, then grabbed the glass and took a long sip. “Fuck 
me, that tastes good.” 


Remus took his glass back with a smile. “Yeah, they pay for the fancy shit in these 
things.” 


“Nice perk, huh?” Sirius reached into the small cooler in the bar. “I should eat 
before we get there.” 


Remus looked surprised. “Eat? Isn’t there food later?” 


Sirius pulled out a jar of cashew butter and a bag of beef jerky. “Yeah, but I’m 
supposed to eat protein every three hours on this diet. So I’ve got sugar-free 
cashew butter and low-sodium beef jerky. Something about it is supposed to 
promote lean muscle development so we all look toned when they shoot us 
wearing little loincloths.” 


Remus watched Sirius scoop cashew butter with a makeshift jerky spoon-and 
pretended like that was a completely normal thing to see-then smirked at him. 
“Well, let’s see it then.” 


Sirius chewed with a crease between his brows and swallowed, then grabbed 
another piece. “See what?” 


“| want to see your-" Remus waved indistinctly at his stomach. "If you’re on this 
insane diet and workout plan, then | want to see if it’s working.” Sirius snorted and 
shook his head as he scooped some more nut butter. Remus laughed, but 
continued. “Come on. | need to know! What if they ask me questions about your 
abs?” 


“You think they’re going to ask you about my abs?” Sirius laughs as he takes 
another bite. 


“You never know! And this whole thing falls apart if | don’t even know what your 
abs look like.” Remus gestured at his stomach. “Do you even have a V-cut? Or—” 


Yes,” Sirius interrupts with a coy smile. 


Remus tripped on his next words, not expecting confirmation like that. “We- I- 
That’s— well, how would | know? You should show me.” 


Sirius shook his head slowly, unbelievingly, but with a smile that ruined it. “In case 
they ask on the red carpet.” 


“In case they ask. So my answer is authentic.” Remus wagged his eyebrows at 
Sirius. 


Really, despite his argument, Remus did not expect Sirius to set his snack aside, 
lean back against the back of the seat, and undo his trousers. Remus was 
momentarily distracted by the black boxer briefs with a slight bulge, though that 
distraction only lasted until Sirius pulled his shirt up high enough that Remus saw 
exactly where that V cut started. He traced the path of it with his eyes to where it 
led beneath his pants. 


“I-” Remus swallowed, his throat suddenly dry, and couldn’t tear his eyes away 
from Sirius’s lightly tanned skin. 


“Guess the diet and exercise plan work, huh?” Sirius smiled. He ran his thumb 
beneath the elastic waistband of his pants, pulling it slightly lower in the front so 
that Remus had a clear view of smooth, taut skin. Sirius seemed to read his mind. 
“They keep us waxed, too. No unsightly hair for the cameras. Do you think you 
need to see that too, for authenticity?” 


Remus internally shook himself and picked his jaw up. He cleared his throat, which 
was still a bit dry. “N-no. Um. No. Unless your dick is on camera, I’m sure my 
imagination will suffice.” 


Sirius tucked himself away and straightened his clothes. Remus was definitely not 
disappointed by that. No, really. He didn’t mind at all. It was fine. And, he 
managed to pull his eyes away from Sirius’s lap as soon as he’d tucked his shirt in 
again. Remus dragged his eyes up to Sirius’s face again, only to be met witha 
knowing smirk. 


Remus cleared his throat. “Well, it’s a good thing that I’m not the kind of boy who 
puts out on the second date.” 


“Oh, why is that?” Sirius asked as he finished his food. 


“Because you look fit enough that I’d be too nervous to take my clothes off in front 
of you.” Remus took another sip of his drink. 


Sirius snorted, scooping out the last of his cashew butter and popping it in his 
mouth. As he chewed, he turned and looked Remus up and down. “I saw you 


naked enough in the dorm showers. | know what you look like, and you have no 
reason to be embarrassed. If you were a second date kind of boy, that is.” 


Remus looked pointedly out the window, ignoring the blush that spread over his 
cheeks. “We must be almost there.” 


Sirius laughed at Remus’s non-response. “Nearly, | think. It should be the same as 
last time. Red carpet, lots of cameras.” 


Remus nodded. "Potential questions about how fit your body is." 
"Sure, that too." 


The window separating the driver's compartment rolled down an inch. "Mr. Black, 
we are 2 minutes from your arrival." 


"Thanks, Richie." The window closed again. And Sirius turned to Remus. "Ready to 
go?" 


Remus drained the last of his glass. “Let’s do it.” 


It was easier this time, Remus thought. All he had to do was follow Sirius down the 
carpet and look at him adoringly as he answered questions. Remus also made it 
his personal mission to ease the pinch in his cheek from a stress—clenched jaw by 
making little quips about each reporter. 


That ease lasted until they came up to Rita Skeeter again, who smirked at them 
like a cat who had spotted prey. It made Remus feel uneasy, but he stepped 


forward with his hand in Sirius’s. 


“Sirius Black. Lovely to see you again.” She turned her gaze toward Remus. “And 
Mr. Lupin. My, my. We haven’t seen you out and about lately.” 


Remus hoped the unease behind the question wasn’t reflected in his smile. “Yes, 
I’ve been busy.” 


Her eyebrows went up. “Oh? What with?” 


Remus wasn’t really prepared to discuss his personal life. The press had already 
dug up enough on him since the last time they were here. “I, uh-” 


“Rita, didn’t you come here to ask me about the movie?” Sirius said with his press 
smile on. “It was wonderful, by the way. Fantastic cast to work with.” 


“Of course, Sirius.” She gave him a playful shrug. “But you can’t blame me for 
wondering. You bring the hot young man to a premiere, tell us you’ve been dating 
him for a while, and then we never see him again? What were we to think?” 


“That we’re both busy people who also appreciate privacy.” Sirius raised one 
eyebrow as he looked at her, his most charismatic smile on his face, and even she 
seemed to melt a bit under his gaze. “Would you like to ask me about the movie 
now?” 


As Rita asked Sirius a few questions, Remus tried to pay attention. Mostly. Though 
while he smiled and tried to look engaged, his head was actually reeling. They 
hadn’t really seen each other in the last several months, other than a few facetime 
calls. The majority of their communication was in texts and memes. Of course, 
there was nothing actually romantic between them, so they hadn’t done, well, 
anything to keep up the ruse. 


“Perhaps we need to do better about our dating,” Remus whispered in his ear as 
they walked away from Rita. 


Sirius’s arm wrapped around Remus’s waist. “You didn’t sign up for that. | can 
manage without-” 


“It’s fine, Sirius.” Remus smiled at him. “I don’t mind. Might be nice to see you a 
little more often.” Sirius grimaced slightly. “Sorry, | didn’t mean it like that.” 


“No, you’re right though.” Sirius sighed and pulled him a little closer. 

Remus grabbed his hand again as they headed inside. “Let’s get you your one 
drink of the night, eh? Think your tolerance for alcohol is shot now that you’ve 
been away from it for a while? Am | going to have to take my tipsy boyfriend 
home?” 

Sirius snorted. “I can still drink you under the table.” 

Remus raised an eyebrow. “Not on one drink, you can’t.” 

Sirius groaned, and they made their way into the theater. 

Remus made the joke about Sirius’s tolerance being down, but he hadn’t 
genuinely expected to pour Sirius into the limo at the end of the night. “How did 


one drink leave you this intoxicated?” 


“?’m not intoxicated.” As soon as the words left his mouth, the limo started to 
move and Sirius fell dramatically forward onto the bench, catching himself on his 


hand. “Whoa. That was so fast.” 


Remus, who hadn’t moved at all, looked at him with a raised eyebrow. “Sure. Or 
you're drunk. Again, on just one drink?” 


“Remus,” Sirius stage-whispered at him. “I have a confession.” 
“Uh-huh.” Remus had a hard time hiding the smile on his face. 


“| had more than one drink.” He attempted to whisper again, but it was the loudest 
whisper Remus had ever heard. 


“There it is.” Remus reached up and pat Sirius on the face. “How many was it, 
then?” 


“Three.” His face scrunched. “No, four. | think.” Sirius started blowing a strand of 
hair out of his face. 


“Uh huh.” Remus tucked the stray hair behind his ear. “Lightweight.” 


“Hey, that’s not fair.” Sirius sat back hard against the seat next to Remus. “I’m ona 
special diet and it does things to me.” 


“Like makes you a lightweight?” 

“And horny.” Sirius sat back and closed his eyes. 

Remus laughed. “What?” 

“It’s a thing! Tom thinks it’s because of all the protein.” Sirius nodded solemnly. 


Remus had no idea who Tom was supposed to be. “I think it’s because you all look 
fit as fuck on this diet.” 


Sirius’s eyes flew open. “Oh, do you think that’s it? ‘Tis all the pheromones and 
shit from working out?” 


Remus laughed again. “Sure, love. That’s it.” 


He sat back against the back of the seat again. “Well, whatever it is, | want sex like 
all of the time.” 


A heavy silence fell over the limo that Remus was pretty sure Sirius missed. “Is this 
you propositioning me?” 


Sirius shook his head rapidly. “No no no no. Nope. You have the no kiss rule, 
which I’m pretty sure means a no Sex rule. It’s fine, though. I’ve been sleeping 
with one of my costars, but he signed an NDA first.” 


“He did?” Remus asked. “Which one?” 


Sirius’s mouth dropped open. “I wasn’t supposed to say that. | signed an NDA 
too.” 


Remus snorted. “You should definitely not tell me then, but I’m dying to know.” 


Sirius mimed a zipper across his lips, then somehow locked the zipper and tossed 
a key away. Remus laughed. “Alright, keep your secrets.” 


Remus rolled down the window that separated the driver’s seat. “Richie, | think | 
better make sure he gets into his flat alright. Could you take us there first, and 
then wait for me?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Thank you.” Remus rolled the window back up. 


Sirius looked at him carefully. “Remus, you should spend the night with me.” 


Remus gave him an incredulous look. “I thought you weren’t trying to proposition 


me. 


It’s not a pro- porpois-” Sirius huffed, annoyed. “It’s not that. | have a spare 
bedroom and you can sleep in it.” 


“| suppose | could, and let Richie off the hook for waiting.” Remus looked at him 
carefully. “Do you want me to?” 


“Sleepover, Remus! Yes!” 


Remus laughed. “Alright. I’ll stay the night.” 
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Remus picked up the phone on the second ring. “Hey boyfriend.” 
He could hear Sirius’s smile as he answered. “Remus, I’m glad | caught you.” 


“Oh, that sounds ominous. | take it this is not just a catch up call?” Remus leaned 
back in his chair at his writing desk. 


There was a long exhale of breath. “Well, I’ve been thinking about what Rita said at 
the premiere, and how you said that you’d be willing to do more. I’ve finished 
filming, and | thought that, maybe, if you’re free and still interested, we could go 
out and make sure we’re photographed together.” 


“Oh, | see.” Remus ran a hand through his hair. “You’ve called to ask me ona 
date.” 


Sirius snorted. “Really?” 
“Come on, baby.” Remus heard Sirius choke on a laugh at the pet name. “Tell me 
you want to take me on a date. What are we going to do? Slurp spaghetti across a 


moonlit table? Dress up and let your furniture invite me to be your guest? Or do 
you bust out your flying carpet-” 


“You realize that just because my job is in movies doesn’t mean | can literally 
make magic happen?” 


“Well, now you tell me. Here | was hoping you’d take me to the opera so | could 
meet my grandmother.” 


Sirius laughed again, and Remus felt like he could hear the tension ease out of the 
call with it. “Probably for the best. Isn’t your grandmother a right cunt?” 


“She absolutely is. You’re probably saving me.” Remus shifted so the phone was 
up to his other ear. 


“So | don’t have movie magic, but | could take you to a fancy ball.” There was a 
slight pause. “Well, a gala. It’s practically a ball. So what do you say? Want to get 
dolled up and go dance the night away with me?” 


“Oh, a ball. ’'ll need a new dress.” 


“Well, you can take Lily dress shopping, too,” Sirius said. “I’ve got tickets for her 
and James too.” 


“What’s the gala for?” Remus asked. 


“Huh.” Sirius paused. “You know, | honestly can’t remember? Giving orphaned 
puppies to sick children? Or maybe it was giving orphaned children sick puppies.” 


Remus laughed. “A real cause to get behind, | see.” 


He huffed a breathy laugh. “Alright, it was Minerva’s idea. It’s a good cause, but 
it’s also an excuse to get photographed, and there’s a director I’m trying to meet 
with who supports it.” Remus felt him grimace over the phone. “Sorry. That’s not a 
very attractive offer, is it?” 


Remus waved him off with a hand he couldn’t see. “If we were really dating, maybe 
that would be a concern. I’m here for the practical dates. So let’s go to the gala for 
sick orphaned puppies who have children, get photographed, and get you a fancy 
role.” 


“You sure you don’t mind?” 


“Do you want to know what my plans for that night are otherwise? Because | 
promise, a gala is a thousand times better.” 


Sirius’s smile was back when he spoke again. “Alright. I’Il have my people call your 
people.” 


Remus rolled his eyes, despite the fact that Sirius couldn’t see. “Or you could just 
send me a text.” 
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Chapter 5: Holidate (2020) 


James collapsed into a chair at the table where Remus and Sirius were sitting, 
pulling Lily into his lap despite the fact that there were other chairs available. It 
was cute, Remus thought, especially when she turned and pressed a kiss to the 
corner of his smile as he wrapped his arms around her waist. 


Then she turned on them. “Aren’t you two supposed to be making people believe 
that you’re dating?” 


Sirius shushed Lily and looked around quickly. “A little louder, Evans. The Quibbler 
guy didn’t catch that.” 


Lily waved him off, leaning back against James. “No one is around to hear, though 
they might have eyes, and this is the least convincing date I’ve ever seen. You two 
barely look like you even like each other.” 


Remus glanced between them. They were sitting next to each other at a large 
round table. They’d been holding hands when they came in, though Remus 
realized that since they sat down, there’d been relatively little touching between 
them beyond a brushing glance to the arm or the hand. 


He looked over to James and Lily, where she was sitting on his lap with his arm 
draped around her waist. Even as Lily kept her eyes pinned to Remus and Sirius, 
James brushed his hand along her thigh and turned his face into her neck. James 
was always like that with Lily, always touching her and holding her, but she was, 
too. She would walk up behind him and wrap her arms around his waist, nuzzling 
into his back. No matter where they were, they were drawn together like they 
didn’t know how to be apart. 


Remus looked back at Sirius, and the six or seven inches of space between them. 
Sirius seemed to come to the same conclusion as Remus met his eyes again. Sirius 
grimaced. 


“l’m not telling you that you have to be more touchy-feely,” Lily said as James 
wrapped his other arm around her waist as well. “I’m just saying that you’re not 
going to be convincing for long if you keep it up at this rate. Aren’t you supposed 
to have been dating for like a year and a half now?” 


Remus sighed and held his hand out to Sirius. “She’s got a point.” 
Sirius slid their hands together. “I’m sorry.” 


Remus squeezed his hand. “No, | think | should be sorry. Apparently, I’m a shit 
boyfriend.” 


“I’m pretty sure it’s me who is the shit boyfriend.” 


Lily groaned and reached out to nudge Remus with her toe. “Well, stop being shit 
boyfriends to each other and go dance!” 


Remus stood and pulled Sirius behind him to the dance floor. Sirius chuckledas 
they turned to face each other. For a moment, there was an awkward shuffle of 
hand placement, and a misstep as they both tried to lead. Honestly, Remus wasn’t 
sure why he didn’t immediately defer to Sirius, who had actually had dancing 
lessons. Well, Remus had dance lessons if the fifteen minutes with his mother 
before the first school dance in their kitchen at home counted for anything, but 
given Remus’s dancing ability, it really didn’t count for much. 


Sirius’s hand pressed firmly to the middle of Remus’s back, and he in turn rested 
his hand on Sirius’s shoulder. There were a few inches of space between them, 
which Remus used to look down at their feet. He tried to follow Sirius’s steps, 
poorly anticipating which direction Sirius would try to pull him, which inevitably 
ended in stepping on Sirius’s feet. 


Remus grimaced in response to Sirius’s sharp intake of breath. “Sorry, I’m really 
not good at dancing. We don’t have to do this.” 


Sirius scoffed. “You’re not that bad. You’re just thinking about it too much. Look 
at me.” 


Remus raised his eyes, and Sirius pulled them closer so that they were flush 
against each other. Sirius took a deep breath, which Remus could feel as his 
abdomen expanded and released. “Ready?” Sirius asked. 


Before Remus could answer no, not really, Sirius was moving them around the 
room. Remus couldn’t see his feet anymore, and Sirius was moving too swiftly to 
let him overthink the steps that should be coming next. 


Sirius dropped his head to Remus’s ear, not even slowing their pace. “Relax, 
Remus. I’ve got you.” 


Remus did his best to follow Sirius’s advice, but re/axing while he was being spun 
around the dance floor seemed nearly impossible. Regardless, by the end of the 
song, they were moving across the floor in a (mostly) graceful manner. 


They returned to the table, and Lily was still sitting in James’s lap, though they 
both seemed intent on watching Remus and Sirius now. Sirius sat down first, with 
Remus trailing a few steps behind him. 


“Hey Remus,” Lily said, and he turned to face her. “Sit in his lap.” 
“l-what?” 


“Sit on his lap.” Lily stuck her leg out and nudged his hip with her toe, just hard 
enough that Remus lost his balance and fell backward onto Sirius’s lap with an 
oof. 


Sirius seemed no worse for it, but his arm came to rest around Remus. “Evans, 
you’re an absolute menace.” Despite his words, he made no effort to unseat 
Remus. 


“Yes, well, if you two had managed to dance without making it look like you were 
awkward preteens, | wouldn’t have to meddle.” She looked them over. “This is 
cute, though. You should do this more often.” 


Sirius rolled his eyes. “Yes, because there are so many opportunities to have 
Remus sit in my lap on the red carpet.” 


“Who is talking about the red carpet?” James cut in before Lily could respond. 
“Movie night on a Tuesday afternoon-sit in his lap. Sunday morning paper-sit in 
his lap. Bath time-” 


“We are not sharing a bath,” Remus said, and Sirius laughed into his shoulder. 
“And there’s no point in cuddling when there’s no cameras around.” 


“Maybe you should,” Lily said. She waved a hand to dismiss Sirius’s protest as soon 
as his mouth opened. “Not the bath thing, unless you really want to. But you two 
look so stiff right now. Perhaps if you’re a bit more intimate in private, you'll 
become better at being intimate with each other in public.” 


Remus narrowed his eyes at her. “Are you trying to proposition me for Sirius? You 
know you’re not going to get an invite to watch and critique.” 


Lily smiled and shook her head. “Not all intimacy is sex, Remus. Just give hima 
cuddle. Hell, start by giving him hugs more often. Or, stick your cold toes against 
his leg-” 


James groaned loudly, cutting her off. “They’re trying to build intimacy, not push 
each other away, baby.” 


Lily turned in his lap and kissed him. “You love my cold toes.” 
“| love you,” he countered. 


She smiled against his lips as she kissed him again. “My cold toes are part of me, 
darling.” 


James laughed. “Ah, well. You’ve caught me there. How about you make it up to 
me by dancing with me again?” 


They walked out onto the floor, leaving Remus and Sirius sitting at the table alone. 
Remus wondered if he should get off of Sirius’s lap until Sirius pulled him back 
until Remus was reclined against him. Sirius rested his head on Remus’s shoulder. 
“She’s probably right.” 


“Yeah.” Remus sighed. “She’s the worst in that way.” 


“Definitely don’t tell her. It’ll go to her head.” Sirius tapped him on either side of 
his hips. “Come on, let’s go dance again, too.” 


Remus followed him onto the floor, and the rest of the evening was spent dancing 
with Sirius, occasionally with James or Lily, or sitting in Sirius’s lap by the table. 
Remus nearly missed when the cameras showed up about halfway through the 
night, but he couldn’t miss the way Sirius stiffened as he noticed them. Remus 
pinched Sirius’s side to make him laugh, and Sirius relaxed again. When they were 
all danced out, they made their way back to the limo to take them home. 


As soon as they walked through the doors, the cameras were flashing. Remus was 
glad that they’d had the foresight to walk out holding hands, but Sirius still pulled 
him closer as they walked to the limo. 

“Mr. Black, how was the gala?” 

“Mr. Black, did you make a donation?” 

“Mr. Black, give your boyfriend a kiss for us?” 

“Tell us about your next project!” 


“Tell us what it was like working with Horace Slughorn!” 


The limo door closed tightly behind them, cutting off the questions that were 
being hurled at them. Sirius looked around apologetically. “Sorry about that.” 


James dramatically threw back his head. “Oh no, we’re SO surprised that there 
were paparazzi. We didn’t expect that at all.” 


“That was a complete and total surprise,” Lily fanned herself and fell back against 
James. “lam flummoxed.” 


Remus leaned into Sirius’s side. “I think they didn’t appreciate your apology.” 
Sirius rolled his eyes. “Apparently not.” 

“Really, though,” James said, “there’s no need to apologize. We know who you are 
and what you do. We were prepared for them to be there, and that’s a totally 
justifiable compromise to spend time with you in public.” 

Sirius smiled and looked like he was trying to find the words to respond. However, 
the window that separated the driver’s compartment slid down. “Mr. Black, we’re 
being followed. Presumably by some of the reporters. We’re nearing Mr. Lupin’s 
home, but | assume you don’t want to stop there?” 

“No, you’re right. Thank you, Geoffrey.” Sirius turned back to the others. “We can 
go to my place. There’s a parking garage with secured access, and an elevator 
straight up to my floor. It’s the safest, and I’ve got space for everyone.” 

“Oh, yes. Sleepover at Sirius’s?” James asked. “I’m in.” 


“Me too,” Lily said. 


Remus shrugged. “Sure.” 


Sirius turned toward the driver. “Geoffrey?” 
“We’ll head to yours, sir. ETA 15 minutes.” 


They chatted about nothing of importance as they rode to Sirius’s, and took the 
elevator up in near silence. Sirius disappeared into one of the bedrooms when he 
got back, emerging again with a stack of items. 


“I’ve got enough spare toothbrushes for everyone, and-” 
“Why do you have that many toothbrushes?” Lily asked, accepting one. 


Sirius shrugged. “One of the sets | was on had a bunch dropped off by a dentist 
who was advertising. | grabbed a bunch for just-in-case situations. Bet you’re glad 
for it now.” Sirius continued handing out things. “I’ve also got a towel for each of 
you and clothes that should work to sleep in.” 


“What if we sleep naked?” James asked with wagging eyebrows. 


“Then you’re responsible for changing the sheets in the morning.” Sirius turned to 
Remus. “I only have one spare room. You’re welcome to sleep on the couch or-” 


“Sirius, don’t you have a really big bed?” Lily asked, not at all subtly. 


“Yeah, | bought the mattress with you,” James added. “It’s really nice, you should 
try it, Remus.” 


“You know what that would probably help do?” Lily asked with the air of someone 
who was going to share regardless of the answer. 


“Build intimacy?” James offered, earning himself a kiss. 


Sirius rolled his eyes and turned back to Remus. “OR, as | was about to say before | 
was so rudely interrupted, you’re welcome to sleep in my bed. There’s plenty of 
room.” 


Remus clutched his chest in a dramatic fashion. “THE Sirius Black is taking me to 
bed? What a lucky boy | am.” 


Sirius snorted. “It’s only our third date, and you’re not that kind of boy, as you’ve 
told me before.” 


Remus wagged his eyebrows. “I could be.” He turned to Lily and stage whispered. 
“Alert the paps. My exclusive will be ready at 6 am.” 


“That might be concerning if | didn’t know that you have never seen 6 am on the 
clock in your life,” Sirius said. 


“That’s not true,” Remus said. “I’ve pulled all-nighters bef-before.” His last word 
was cut off with a big yawn. 


Sirius laughed. “Yeah, I’m not worried.” 


They each took turns in the bathroom, and when Remus walked out in Sirius’s 
clothes-which were just a bit too large given their different builds, Sirius was 
sitting on the edge of the bed with his phone in his hand. 


“They’ve already got pictures of us dancing on twitter.” Sirius didn’t look up but 
kept scrolling. “Luckily no videos, so it just looks like cute-” He looked up and 
stopped talking. Remus nervously hitched up his-Sirius’s-shorts, which were 
slipping down his hips. “Cute-” Sirius cleared his throat. “Uh, cute couple-y 
dancing pictures.” 


“Oh, good. Mission accomplished then.” Remus pointed at the bed. “Which side is 
yours?” 


“lll be honest, | usually just starfish across it. So pick a side and I'll try to keep 
myself contained.” 


“| seem to remember you kick in your sleep,” Remus said as he moved to one side 
and climbed in. “I bet you still do, too.” 


“| did not; that was James.” 
“’m certain it was you,” Remus said. “Should we go ask him?” 


Sirius hesitated. “There’s like an 80% chance they’re already naked, and at least a 
40% chance they’re shagging.” 


Remus’s face scrunched up. “I think we can agree to disagree here.” 


Sirius pointed back toward the door. “I’m going to get ready. Do you want a glass 
of water or anything?” 


“Uh, sure. Thanks.” 


Sirius stepped out of the room, and Remus settled into bed. He definitely 
underestimated how tired he was, because he was asleep before Sirius even 
returned. 


Remus woke the next morning in a bed he didn’t recognize. He stretched his hand 
across it, feeling the cool sheets next to him. He raised his head from the pillow- 
shaped cloud he was laying on to see that the other side of the bed was empty, as 
was the rest of the room. 


He realized he was in Sirius’s bed just before the door opened. Remus started to 
roll over to face the door when a small figure jumped over him, landing half on 
top of him. A loud laugh was nearly drowned out by his own groan, and a curtain 
of red hair that landed across his face told him exactly who came in. 


“Good morning, Remus!” Lily called, rolling off of him to lay next to him in bed. 
“Time to get up for breakfast.” 


Remus groaned again. “No, go away.” 


“Oh, the boys said you were grumpy in the morning. | figured they were 
exaggerating.” 


Remus buried his head in the pillow and pulled the blanket over his head. “They 
probably were, but still go away.” 


“Nope. | don’t care if you got shagged silly last night. | did too, and I’m still awake 
and ready for breakfast.” Lily ripped the blanket off of his head. 


“Well, maybe that’s the difference.” Remus rolled over onto his back, rubbing his 
eyes. “I didn’t get shagged silly last night.” 


Lily pushed up to lean on her elbows and look at him. “Really? Why not?” 


“Because I’m not actually dating him? He was just nice enough to not make me 
sleep on the couch.” 


“So? You don’t have to be dating someone to shag them.” She said it as though it 
made the most sense in the world. “Besides, | thought you were trying to build 
more comfort and intimacy.” 


“Fake intimacy, Lils. Shagging does not count as fake intimacy.” 
Lily made a dissatisfied noise. “Sex would build intimacy, real or fake.” 


Remus reached over to flick her shoulder. “I’m not sleeping with him just so the 
paparazzi buy our fake relationship.” 


“Fair enough, but you should shag him because he looks hot in a tux.” Lily flopped 
over and fanned herself. “That’s why | shagged James last night.” 


Remus rolled his eyes. “Oh sure, and | bet that had nothing to do with the fact that 
you love him and enjoy regular orgasms.” 


Lily smiled in a way that said be jea/ous of my regular orgasms. “Well, there’s 
always that reason. That still doesn’t explain why you didn’t.” 


“Because we’re not together like that. We’re just friends, and sex would absolutely 
ruin that.” He fixed her with a glare, but she ignored it. 


“| don’t think it would, but,” she signed deeply, “you’ll do what you will.” She 
jumped over him again, pulling the blanket with her. “Right now, though, 
breakfast is waiting and you need to get out of bed.” Lily headed to the door. 
“Or | could go back to sleep!” He called after her. 

“Nope! Get up!” 


Remus groaned and buried his face again. 


He might have fallen asleep again, though when the door opened, he jerked up 
with an, “Go away, Lily. I’m up.” 


A low snort at the door was his clue that it wasn’t Lily this time. “You don’t have to 
be,” Sirius said. “Il was just checking to see if | should make you breakfast or hold 
it for now.” 


“Oh, um.” Remus rubbed the sleep out of his eyes again, then actually made to 
stand up. “No, I’m awake. | want breakfast, but | can make it.” 


“Nah, don’t worry about it. I’ve got omelets going. Why don’t you get ready, grab 
some more of my clothes if you want, and I’ll make you an omelet.” Sirius moved 
to close the door again. 


“Sirius?” He poked his head back in. “Can you skip the-” 


“Onions?” Sirius huffed. “Remus, what kind of a fake boyfriend do you think | am? 
Of course, | know you don’t want onions. See you in a bit.” 


When Remus emerged a bit later, his hair was damp with his poor attempt at 
wetting it in the sink to tame it, and he was dressed in Sirius’s joggers and a new 
tshirt. He found the three of them sitting in the kitchen and walked into loud 
cheers. 


“Remus! You’re up!” James yelled. 


“Hope you got your beauty sleep,” Sirius said. 


Remus turned to him. “Of course | did. Aren’t | pretty?” He’d done his best in the 
bathroom, but Remus was well aware that his hair was a mess and his face was 
still more red than anything. 


Sirius looked at him with a grimace. “I feel like there’s no right answer here as 
your boyfriend.” 


“Ah, lucky for you that you’re just my fake boyfriend, then,” Remus countered. 


“Well, in that case, you’re gorgeous.” Before Remus could say anything else, Sirius 
gave him a loud smacking kiss on the cheek. 


Remus shoved him away. “Geroff me, you prick.” He turned toward the open table 
and took a seat next to Lily, who shoved a fresh cup of tea toward him “Ta, Lils.” 


Sirius set an omelet in front of him, and Remus shoved a large bite in his mouth 
before groaning appreciatively. He almost missed the way Sirius flushed at his 


thanks. 


“So, Remus.” James leaned forward and wagged his eyebrows. “Was it too cold last 
night?” 


Remus felt the trap of the question come, but he couldn’t quite tell where it was. 
“No, | was fine.” 


“Are you sure?” James leaned forward on his elbow. “You didn’t push your cold feet 
against someone’s legs?” 


“No, | did-” he cut off when he turned to see Sirius, who was trying not to laugh. 
“Did I?” 


“Your feet were warm enough.” Sirius sipped his tea carefully. 
“But?” Remus felt there was more to this story. 


Sirius smiled serenely. “I don’t remember you being quite so cuddly when we 
shared a bed in school.” 


“Oh, no.” Remus buried his face in his hands. He did vaguely remember wrapping 
himself around something. 


“Oh yes.” James popped another bite in his mouth. “Apparently you were quite 
cozy.” 


“I’m so sorry.” He lifted his head and turned toward Sirius. “I guess I’m just- used 
to sleeping alone.” 


Sirius waved him off. “It’s fine. It was nice to have a cuddle.” He paused fora 
moment, and Remus thought that maybe he’d gotten through the worst of it. “I 
mean, | could have done without waking up to you humping my leg. Have a good 
dream?” 


James and Lily laughed. Remus felt a blush rise on his cheeks. “I did not.” 


“You did.” Sirius smiled behind his teacup. “I think we might have hit that intimacy 
thing Lily was going on about yesterday.” 


“It’s definitely a step in the right direction,” Lily added. 


“Yeah, in the direction of pushing me into the closet again,” Remus mumbled, 
shoving a bite of omelet in his mouth pathetically. 


“For a quick wank?” James asked rather unhelpfully, making the three of them 
laugh again. Remus was pretty certain he could not get any redder. 


Remus looked down at his plate. “You know, | don’t know if this omelet is quite 
worth the abuse.” Despite this, Remus took another bite. 


“Ah, leave him alone.” Sirius laid a soft hand on his shoulder. “He’s my fake 
boyfriend. The least | can do is let him hump my leg a bit.” Another roar of 
laughter, and Remus generally considered if it would be worth it to just go back to 
bed. Instead, he had another bite. 


“Well, this has been lovely, and truly it has. | didn’t know Remus could turn that 
shade of red,” Lily said, and this had the unfortunate result of making Remus turn 
even redder. “However, we have to go. We have tea with my sister and her 
husband later, and | need to psych myself up for that.” 


“Do you want me to call a car for you?” Sirius asked. 

James waved him off. “We’ll get an Uber. It’s fine.” 

After they left, Remus was left to finish his omelet with the knowledge that he’d 
humped Sirius’s leg that morning, which unsurprisingly, ruined the taste of his 
food just a bit. “Listen, Sirius, I’m sorry—“ 

“If you’re going to apologize for something you did while you’re asleep, please 


forget it.” Sirius smiled at him and gave a little shrug. “It was amusing more than 
anything.” 


“For you,” Remus grumbled. 


“Don’t worry, you enjoyed it too.” Sirius winked at him, and Remus felt his cheeks 
burn. 


“Alright, | think I’ve taken enough abuse.” Remus stood and took his now empty 
plate to the sink to wash it. 


Sirius sat back and laughed. “Leave the plate. Housekeeping comes tomorrow.” 
Remus turned to him with an incredulous look. “You have housekeeping?” 


“That was literally the first service | got when | got my first check. You don’t think | 
actually did my own cleaning, did you?” 


Remus thought about it for a moment. “I guess | never thought about it.” He left 
the rinsed plate in the sink and dried his hands. “Well, | guess I'll be off.” 


Sirius sat up suddenly. “You’re not actually leaving, are you?” He practically pouted 
when he said it. “Just because | teased you about the humping thing?” 


Remus groaned. “Can we stop talking about the humping thing?” 
“If you stay, I'll drop it.” He sounded remarkably hopeful. 


Remus sighed. “I wish | could. I’ve actually got a few reports that | have to turn in 
tomorrow, and | need to go finish them.” 


“Ah, the fabulous life of a freelance researcher.” Sirius leaned his head against his 
hand. “You could work here. | promise not to bother you.” 


Remus turned to him, mildly concerned. “Is everything alright, Sirius?” 


“Yeah, I’m fine.” He stood up and returned his mug to the sink. “I just have to 
leave again tomorrow, and | was hoping to spend a bit more time with you guys 
today.” 


Remus’s face fell. “I’m sorry, Sirius. | really would stay if | could. Where are you 
headed?” 


“Mythic press tour. Long days of being asked stupid questions by reporters, then 
being shuffled off to the next city with a night show that | have to go on.” Sirius 
picked absently at a spot on the counter. 


“Ah, the fabulous life of Hollywood’s golden boy,” Remus said, and he got a small 
smile out of Sirius because of it. “Maybe we can do something when you get back?” 


“lll only be back a day or two before the premiere, which I’m hoping you’ll go with 
me to?” He asked it uncertainly, as though Remus hadn’t already signed up for 
that. 


“Of course | will,” Remus assured him. “Maybe we can have a movie night when 
you get back? You, me, and a bowl of popcorn on that ridiculously comfy couch of 
yours.” 


Sirius smiled genuinely at that. “Alright. It’s a date.” 


“A date with my boyfriend, Sirius Black.” Remus winked at him. “Aren’t | lucky?” 
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Chapter 7: How to Lose a Guy in 10 Days (2003) 


Remus knocked on the door to Sirius’s flat and waited with a sweating six-pack in 
his hand. He didn’t have to wait long for Sirius to open the door. “Hi, Remus.” 


Remus held up the beer. “I brought provisions.” 


Sirius smiled and took it from him as he side-stepped Sirius into the room. 
“Perfect. The pizza should be here soon.” 


“Did you get-” 


“Yes, | got your pineapple.” Sirius shuddered as he closed the door. “I can’t believe 
you eat that.” 


Remus laughed, hovering in the entryway awkwardly as he waited for Sirius to tell 
him where to go. “It’s good! You should try it.” 


“Absolutely not.” Sirius walked past him with a wink and led to the kitchen, sliding 
Remus’s beer into the fridge and grabbing two bottles for them. “My tongue is 
unsullied and | intend to keep it that way.” 


Remus bit his lips for just a moment, debated the response, but... “I don’t know 
what your tongue is, but ‘unsullied’ seems unlikely.” 


Sirius snorted, lobbing the open bottle cap at Remus, who caught it against his 
stomach. “I don’t know what you’re talking about, Remus. My tongue has never 
touched a woman.” 


“Sure, and what about a man?” 


Sirius turned toward the living room and avoided the question. “So, what movie do 
you want to watch tonight?” 


Remus laughed. “I don’t know. What do you want to see, Mr. Hollywood? Should 
we put on something with you in it?” 


Sirius shuddered. “Please no. That’s miserable.” 


“Oh, is it? | figured you would jump at the chance to stare at you for two hours.’ 


Remus’s question was tongue in cheek, but Sirius responded earnestly. “It’s not 
me though. It’s a bit like watching a pod person with my face on it. By the time 
they get everything through movie magic and retouched and focused, | barely 
recognize myself. It just gives me this feeling of disquiet to see it.” 


“Really?” Remus felt taken aback by the answer. “But we watch them at all of the 
premieres.” 


Sirius shrugged, and picked up the remote to begin flipping through streaming 
services. “I mean, after spending all that time on a movie, I’m definitely interested 
in seeing the final result, but | also end up severely critiquing myself and wishing 
I'd done things differently. A lot of actors choose not to watch the movie at all.” 


“Huh.” Remus scratched at the label on his bottle. “Il never noticed. | feel like | 
should have noticed.” 


“Nah,” Sirius flipped to a movie that Remus had heard of and didn’t entirely object 
to. “I’m an actor. Good at hiding and creating emotions, when | need to.” 


Remus considered him for a moment. “You don’t have to hide from me, you know. 
If you don’t want to.” 


Sirius looked at him, cool grey eyes focused on him in a way that left Remus 
wondering what was running through his head. “Alright. Maybe | will.” There was a 
knock at the door, and Sirius popped up. “Pizza is here.” 


Sirius paused the show, and Remus pulled out his phone to scroll while he waited 
for Sirius to come back. Only, he didn’t come back immediately. Remus leans back 
against the couch until he can see Sirius standing by the door, shaking hands with 
the delivery boy. Remus laughed and went back to scrolling. 


When Sirius didn’t appear for another few minutes, Remus leaned back over the 
couch again. Sirius was still standing there with the delivery boy, looking like he 
hadn’t moved at all. Remus rolled his eyes, then realized it would be the perfect 
opportunity to fuck with Sirius. 


He ducked down behind the couch. “Baby,” Remus called toward the door, making 
his voice sound tight and needy. “Where are you? I’m tied up and this vibrator is 
killing my prostate.” 


“Remus.” Sirius sounded slightly angry, which made Remus poke his head up over 
the couch again. He looked back at the delivery boy. “He’s joking. He’s right 
there.” 


The delivery boy looked at Remus, who gave a small wave, then back at Sirius. 
“That’s alright, Mr. Black. It’s a funny joke. I’ll let you take your pizza and get back 
to your night. It was great to meet you, sir.” He glanced at Remus once more 
before heading out the door. 


Sirius locked it behind him, then strode off to the kitchen with a stride that told 
Remus he did not find the comment funny. Remus considered getting up to follow 
him, but Sirius came back with the pizzas, plates, and some napkins a minute 
later. He set them down on the coffee table with a loud thump. 


“So, you’re mad at me.” 


“Yeah, | am.” Sirius flipped the box open angrily and grabbed the first slice. “You 
can’t just say shit like that, Remus.” 


Remus Sat in confusion. “I thought it was funny.” 

“It probably was if you’d said that about literally anyone else.” Sirius grabbed 
another slice and threw it on his plate again. “But |l’m not anyone else. I’m 
someone who would have been on the front page of The Quibbler tomorrow if that 
kid decided to sell his story.” 


Oh. Remus honestly hadn’t thought of that. “I didn’t mean for that to happen.” 


“| know you didn’t.” Sirius sighed, setting his plate down, and clasped his hands 
together. “I just can’t afford that kind of flippancy.” 


“I-’'m really sorry, Sirius. It won’t happen again.” 
Sirius looked at him, and his eyes looked icy cold. Remus wondered if he’d blown 
the whole point of this date. How were they supposed to build intimacy when they 


were starting with this glacier between them? 


Sirius nodded and handed Remus a plate, and he opened the other box, and froze. 
He glanced over at Sirius’s plate, where he’d taken a bite of one of the slices, 
pineapple and all. “Um, Sirius?” 


“Yeah.” 
“This isn’t my pizza.” 


Sirius’s eyes shot over to Remus’s box, then back to the pizza on his own plate. 
“Oh, fuck me.” 


Remus laughed. “It’s good, isn’t it?” 


“No,” Sirius said, despite the fact that he swallowed the bite in his mouth and took 
another one. “Tis awful.” 


Remus laughed, reaching for his own slice of it. “Of course it is. Put on the 
movie.” 


The air lightened considerably after that, and they turned their attention to the 
movie, occasionally talking over the show, but mostly paying attention to it. 


When they finished the pizza, Remus took the plates and boxes to the kitchen. 
When he came back, Sirius sat on the couch half-covered with a blanket and 
looking moderately unsure of himself. Remus sat next to him, slightly closer than 
he normally would. That was progress...right? 


“Well, | guess we should...” Remus let his words trail off. 

“Right,” Sirius rubbed his hands down his legs. “How do you want to, um...” 
Remus shrugged. “Whatever you want?” 

Sirius bit his lip. “Um, well, | guess we could-” 

“Oh, come here.” Remus grabbed his arm and pulled Sirius to his chest until 
Remus was laying back against the armrest with Sirius between his legs, head 


resting on his chest. “Is this okay?” Remus asked. 


Sirius snuggled into him, adjusting the blanket with a kick of his feet. “Yeah, this 
is fine.” 


“Wonderful.” Remus turned back to watch the movie. 


Perhaps he was just truly enthralled with the movie, but Remus thought he should 
have realized much sooner that Sirius fell asleep. However, it wasn’t until Sirius 
snorted in his sleep and rubbed his face into Remus’s chest that Remus realized it 
had happened. 


Remus reached a hand up, running his fingers softly through Sirius’s hair, 
marveling at the way his lips parted and his eyes fluttered under his lids. He could 
watch Sirius sleep forever. 


Which was a completely normal thing. James was a weird sleeper too. Remus just 
had a thing about sleeping people. It was definitely a-an observational thing, nota 
weirdo creep thing. Remus was a writer, or well, he wanted to be, and it was just 
part of his observance of the human condition. 


Remus turned back to the movie, and definitely did not look at Sirius again. 
When it was done, Remus put on another one. 
Eventually, Remus knew he’d have to wake Sirius up soon. He’d been asleep about 


three hours, and Remus was going to have to use the loo soon, if nothing else. 
Perhaps he could just shift out from under Sirius and- 


Sirius wrapped his arms tighter around Remus’s waist, preventing any escape. For 
a few minutes, Remus stayed. He could do this. He could stay still until Sirius woke 
up. He could. He cou- 


“Sirius, can you wake up?” Sirius made a noise deep in his throat, and Remus 
suppressed a smile. “Please, baby. | need to get up. You can go back to sleep 
after.” 


Sirius groaned, and Remus thought he was going to have to be more insistent, but 
Sirius rolled off of him and let him head back to the bathroom. When Remus came 


back, Sirius was sitting up on the couch, rubbing sleep-filled eyes. “Sorry.” 


Remus sat down next to him. “Nah, don’t worry about it. You must have been 
tired.” 


Unexpectedly, Sirius turned to him and cuddled into his chest again, pushing 
Remus back against the armrest once more. “Yea. Jetlag, | think.” 


“When did you fly in?” Remus asked. 
Sirius grabbed his phone and looked at it. “Eight hours ago? | think.” 


Remus raised a hand and-after hesitating for a moment, ran his fingers through 
Sirius’s hair. Sirius sighed into his chest. “We could have done this another day.” 


Sirius shook his head. “I didn’t want to. | wanted to see you.” The words were half 
muffled, like Sirius didn’t want to admit it. 


“Oh.” Remus wasn’t really sure what he was supposed to do with that. 


Sirius sighed. “This whole living in two places thing gets kind of lonely sometimes. 
It’s like I’m never completely in anyone’s life, you know? | miss so many of the big 
moments, and that’s awful. Like, | keep thinking that if | wasn’t in LA, | would have 
been there when James proposed.” 


Remus snorted. “James proposed while they were naked after sex. | don’t think 
you would have been there.” 


Sirius laughed, burying his face into Remus’s chest again. “No, but maybe | could 
have been there when he gave her the ring. Or it just would have been different.” 


“Like if you’d gotten that call at 3 am here in London rather than 7 pm in LA, you 
could have run over there and jumped in bed with them?” 


Sirius rolled to face him, a smile tugging at his lips. “Something like that. My point 
is that | expected to miss those moments, and that they’d hurt, but | was so 
surprised to miss the little moments too. Like when | call and you’re with James, 
and | think /f/ was in London, | could be there too. Or when | see pictures of you 
guys having dinner on Instagram, and | didn’t even know it was happening.” 


“Do you want us to tell you when we’re together?” Remus asked, not sure if that 
was a reasonable option even as he suggested it. 


“No, no, it’s not that. | love that you’re together.” Sirius lifted his hand, tracing his 
finger in small circles on Remus’s chest. “It’s more like seeing you guys happy and 
together while | sit in some standard hotel room eating room service steak again 
makes me feel like I’m missing out on everything.” He sighed again, laying his 
hand flat over Remus’s chest, and Remus wondered if he could feel his heartbeat. 
“SO | wanted you here today, even if | was feeling jet lagged enough to fall asleep 
on your chest.” 


The story tugged at Remus’s heart. Sirius had never been particularly affectionate, 
except with James, who just seemed to draw it out of him. Remus had always 
thought it was something to do with his childhood, with the distant family never 
contacted anymore. It was fine; Remus had never been particularly affectionate 
either, but to hear Sirius describe craving time with his friends, with Remus. 


“| missed you, too, Sirius.” He continued to run his fingers through Sirius’s hair, 
letting the comfortable silence fall around them. “What do you want to do now?” 
He’d planned to go back to his flat and spend the rest of the evening doing 
something productive, like working on his book, but as he sat here sandwiched 
under Sirius, he couldn’t actually imagine leaving. 


“Could you- Would you stay? Just for a little while.” Remus could hear the longing 
in his voice, could picture him sitting in a hotel room, alone, watching reruns of a 
sitcom that no one cared to watch. “I know you probably have other things to-” 


“No. Nothing important. I'll stay as long as you need me.” 
Remus hesitated a second, then bent to place a delicate kiss on Sirius’s forehead. 


He heard the hitch of breath, but neither of them addressed it. Sirius curled into 
Remus, and Remus stayed. 


They set off down the red carpet in front of the step and repeat backdrop for 
Mythic. Given the fact that this movie had such an incredible list of actors, or 
perhaps because it was their third premiere together, Remus noted that there was 
a Significantly lighter air that followed them down the carpet today. 


It lasted until they got to the other end. “Mr. Black? Zacharias Smith with Witch 
Weekly.” 


Sirius pulled Remus over, their fingers still intertwined. “Hi Zach. Call me Sirius, 
please.” 


“Of course, Sirius.” The way Zacharias smiled at him made Remus feel a bit 
unsettled. “And you must be the boyfriend, then?” 


“His name is Remus.” Sirius still smiled, but it turned cold. “Did you have a 
question for me, Zach?” 


Zacharias smiled in a way that he probably thought was reassuring, but it 
genuinely wasn’t. “For both of you, actually. Our readers have taken a poll on our 
website, and it has overwhelmingly come out with Remus on top. Could you 
confirm?” 


Remus’s stomach sank, but Sirius didn’t catch on quite as quickly. “I’m sorry, on 
top of what?” 


“No, like, on top. Like he tops you, right?” Zacharias looked them both up and 
down. “It just seems like—“ 


“This movie was fantastic to work on. | felt honored to be included with sucha 
fantastic cast and crew. By the end, we really felt like family. Excuse me.” Sirius 
turned away without his smile dropping at all, and Remus let himself be pulled 
away. 


They were only about halfway down the red carpet, and though there were a few 
more people they probably should talk to, Sirius led Remus through the door and 


into the theater. 


“Sirius, are you sure it’s okay that we’re leaving?” Remus asked, tugging back on 
his hand a bit. 


“Nope, no idea.” Sirius pulled him into a small little alcove behind a curtain. 


As it fell closed behind them, the sound of the crowd outside dulled down toa 
light murmur. The lights were dimmed by the curtain, and it took Remus’s eyes a 
moment to adjust from the bright lights of the carpet to their dark alcove. When 
his eyes refocused, he realized that the small space put him only a few inches 
away from Sirius, who was breathing heavily. 


“Sirius? Are you okay?” 
“That’s such a fucking inappropriate question.” 


“It is.” Remus placed his hand flat on Sirius’s chest, and his heart was racing. “Are 
you alright?” 


Sirius placed his hand over Remus’s and leaned in. “I hate that they think they get 
to ask that.” 


“You were right to walk away.” Remus pressed his forehead to Sirius’s, trying to 
keep his breathing even and calm. “I thought your response was great. Very level- 
headed and calm.” 


“He’s a wanker.” Sirius’s breathing and heart rate began to even out. 


Remus hesitated a moment, wondering if it was too soon. “Actually, that would 
probably help him.” 


“What’s that?” 


“If he had a good wank, maybe he’d chill out.” Remus gave a little shrug. Sirius 
huffed a laugh, and Remus felt his breath across his face. “Actually, he could 
probably use a good shag. Anyone who’s had a cock in their arse would know that 
bottom is at least as fun as top.” 


“He doesn’t know what he’s missing, honestly.” Sirius’s voice was still a bit flat as 
he made the joke, but Remus was encouraged by the attempt. 


“Truly. Perhaps it wasn’t actually an inappropriate question, but he was trying to 
figure out which one of us he should proposition.” 


Sirius sighed and a smile spread across his face. “That’s it. He’s just a bottom 
desperately searching for his top.” 


“Poor guy. His best effort at finding one is through vague and homophobic 
internet polls.” Remus pulled back slightly to see the spark back in Sirius’s eye. 
“He’s going to have a hell of a time finding it.” 


Sirius opened his mouth to answer, but the curtain suddenly opened to reveal a PA 
that Remus vaguely recognized as being from the production company. “Mr. Black! 
There you are. We’ve been looking for you. You missed part of the red carpet, and 
they’ve been asking for you.” 


“Sorry, Cynthia.” He sighed, but didn’t move away from Remus. “We just needed a 
break for a moment. I'll head back out there in just a minute.” 


“Yes, sir. Come see me, and I'll show you where to start back up.” She let the 
curtain fall behind her. 


Remus pressed harder for a moment against Sirius’s chest. “Will you be alright?” 


“lam now.” Sirius lifted his hand from his chest and kissed the back of it. “Thank 
you. | don’t know how I'd do this without you.” He moved to open the curtain 
again. 


“Well, if | wasn’t with you, they wouldn’t ask you if | was the top, for one.” 


He paused with the curtain half pulled back and looked at Remus. “Yeah, what’s 
that about, anyway? Why does everyone think you’re the top?” 


Remus laughed, following him out. “I mean...” He pointedly looked Sirius up and 
down, then gestured down his body with a flat hand. “I think it’s quite obvious. | 


definitely have more top vibes than you.” 


Sirius snorted and pushed his shoulder before wrapping an arm around his waist. 
“Fuck off, Remus. If either of us is a top, it’s for sure me.” 


Remus leaned his head back and half groaned. “Such /fes. You couldn’t top a 
Christmas tree.” 


“Excuse you, | cou-” Sirius stopped midword and midstep, turning to Remus with a 
gaping mouth. “Was that a joke about my name?” 


“Oh, you really are the brightest star.” 


Sirius laughed, the great bark of a laugh that told Remus he’d finally shaken off 
the heaviness he’d been carrying since that inappropriate question. He dropped 
his voice and spoke next to Remus’s ears. “Fuck off, of I’m going to fake break up 
with you in front of all of these reporters.” 


“You wouldn’t. You would miss me.” 


Sirius turned his face to Remus, a soft smile on his face. “I would.” 
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Chapter 9: The Wedding Date (2005) 


Sirius knocked on the door in the back room of the chapel before opening it. 
“Knock, knock. Is the groom in?” He peeked in to see James standing in front of 
Remus while they attempted to tie James’s bowtie. “The Best Man is here.” 


James threw up his hands and cheered, knocking Remus’s hands back from his 
mess of a tie. “Sirius! You made it!” 


Sirius opened the door fully and met James halfway across the space with wide 
open arms. “Of course | did. | wouldn’t miss this for anything. Sorry, I’m a bit 
late.” 


“Nonsense. We’ve still got hours until the wedding, and you haven’t missed any of 
the important bits yet.” James held him at arm's length with a big smile on his 
face, then pulled him back in for a hug. “I’ve missed you so much,” James 
whispered into his hair. 


Sirius swallowed past an unexpected thickness in his throat. He pulled back and 
reached for James’s tie. “Yes, well. Looks like | got here just in time to perform my 
best man duties.” 


Remus scoffed. “I struggle with tying one bowtie, and you decide to take the co- 
best man title away from me.” 


Sirius smiled teasingly over James’s shoulder. “Well, if the untied tie fits.” He gave 
a small shrug. 


“Hey no.” When Sirius finished straightening the bow, James wrapped an arm 
around Sirius’s shoulder and reached an arm out for Remus as well. “Il couldn’t do 
this without both of my best men today.” 


“Though to be clear,” Remus said with a smile on his face that ruined his 
reprimand, "I've done a lot more of the best man duties than just ¢/e a tie.” 


Sirius scoffed, but he was smiling too. "Maybe so, but he would look ridiculous if 
you let him go out like it was, he would look ridiculous. You would let him look 
ridiculous on his wedding day-” 


“| would not let him go out-” 
“You’re both my best men, and we’re not keeping score.” James kissed the top of 
both of their heads. “Now stop fighting with each other and start paying attention 


to me.” 


Remus and Sirius exchanged a look that was full of laughter. “Of course, James,” 
Sirius cooed. “You’re looking very pretty today.” 


“Thank you, Sirius,” James said, either not catching or not caring about the 
mocking one. He broke away from them and looked in the mirror again. 


“Yeah, have you done something different with your hair?” Remus asked. “It looks 
much more...” 


“Disheveled?” Sirius suggested. 

“Daggy,” Remus replied. 

“Oh, good word.” Sirius considered James again. “Or bedraggled.” 

“Great word,” Remus said, then broke out in a bright smile and hit Sirius’s arm 
with the back of his hand, as though Sirius wasn’t still paying attention to 
whatever he was saying. “Ungroomed.” 

Sirius laughed. “Perfect, yes.” 

“| know what the two of you are doing.” James straightened his lapels in the 
mirror. “But | don’t care. You’re talking about me, you’re not fighting, and 


absolutely nothing will bring me down today.” 


Remus laughed, and Sirius thought it was the happiest sound in the world. “We'll 
stop, | promise. You do look good, though.” 


“Better than me, even, and | didn’t think that was possible,” Sirius added with a 
smile. 


James winked at him in the mirror. “I always do. They called me and asked if | 
would be Sexiest Man of 2025, but | told them that wouldn’t be fair to my bestie, 


Hollywood Hottie Sirius Black.” 


Sirius shook his head, but he couldn’t stop the smile. “I told you guys that thing 
was rigged. It’s just a publicity thing. It doesn’t mean anything.” 


“Are you trying to tell us that you don’t think you’re the sexiest man alive?” Remus 
asked in a tone of voice that suggested he wouldn’t believe anything else. 


“That’s not-” 


“No, Remus, that’s not it.” James looked at Sirius with a teasing smile. “He’s telling 
us he should have won years ago.” 


Sirius shook his head. “You’re both just jealous.” 


“Why would | be jealous?” Remus sat down on the couch nearby, crossing his leg 
and somehow managing to look suave and comfortable. “I’m dating the sexiest 
man alive. Sounds like I’m the real winner here.” 


Sirius laughed. “Fake dating.” He moved to sit next to Remus. “Though | suppose 
that your knowledge of my abs could come in use there.” 


“His what?” James spun around to look between the two of them. “Since when?” 


Remus ignored the question. “Do you even still look like that? You’re not keeping 
to that ridiculous diet, are you?” 


“Absolutely not. That diet was the worst thing I’ve ever done.” Sirius leaned back 
and slapped his hand on his stomach. “Though if they ask, feel free to tell them 
that’s exactly what | look like.” 


Remus laughed, “Right, sure thing.” 


Quiet fell over the room, and Sirius turned to James. He was surprised to find 
James tearing up. “What’s wrong?” 


“It’s just-” James cupped his chin in his palm, biting his nails. “| don’t know how 
I’m going to be both of your best men when you get married. We didn’t plan for 
this. We should have made a fourth friend.” 


Sirius glanced at Remus, who was looking at James with the same amount of 
surprise that Sirius was feeling, then turned back to James. “You do know that 
we’re not really dating, right? There’s not going to be a wedding. We’re just 
friends.” 


James waved him off. “Semantics, Sirius. You two are going to figure out how to be 
together for real, and then I’m going to be in trouble because | never learned to be 
in two places at once.” 


Remus laughed and ducked his head. “Well, there’s an obvious answer. You’re 
going to be Sirius’s best man.” 


James looked forlorn. “Il would never leave you without a best man, Remus! Ill just 
have to switch sides, or-” 


Sirius began shaking his head. “Oh, no. He’s forfeiting you. | have dibs. No 
takebacks.” 


“But Sirius, he’s not going to have a best man!” James sounded like he might 
legitimately cry over the wedding they were never going to actually have. 


“You’re right, | won’t. I’ve got better.” Remus said it so smugly that James and 
Sirius looked at him in confusion rather than anger. “I’m going to have a best 
woman.” 


‘Who?’ they asked in unison, incredulity slipping into their tone. 


“The new Mrs. Potter, obviously.” Remus shrugged. “Lily’s going to kick all of our 
arses at best manning.” 


Sirius gave a you’ve got a point there shrug, but James looked close to tears again. 
“You called her the new Mrs. Potter because I’m marrying her today. | love her so 
much.” 


Remus’s head flopped toward Sirius. “I think we’re losing him.” 


“What are best men supposed to do in this situation?” Sirius asked in a stage 
whisper. 


Remus shrugged. “Think | should ask my best woman?” 
“Couldn’t hurt,” Sirius said. 


“No, no, no. I’m fine.” James shook it off, literally, and turned back to the mirror. 
“I’m getting married to the best woman | know. It’s wonderful.” For a moment, he 
looked like he might cry again, though Sirius was fairly certain it was joyful this 
time. He shook himself again. “Distract me. Tell me about something else. 
Anything else.” 


Remus and Sirius looked at each other blankly before Remus nudged him with his 
toe. “I’ve been locked in wedding prep the last week. | have nothing. Where have 
you been?” 


“Filming. In LA.” Sirius shrugged. 
Remus rolled his eyes. “Yes, go on. Tell us about what you’re working on.” 


He exhaled a long breath. “Well, it’s a movie called Of Eternity. It’s my first real 
lead role, and it’s-well, it’s a lot of pressure. More than | expected. I’m in nearly 
every scene, so the days on set are long. It’s more than just long days though. The 
character is taking something a lot deeper than | expected.” 


“What do you mean?” Remus asked, not unkindly. Sirius thought that he truly just 
wanted to understand. Surprisingly, though he got questions about what it was 
like on set all the time, and he had prepared answers for it, he thought that Remus 
might actually want to know. 


“Well, the character is this guy who gains immortality. Which he thinks is 
incredible in the beginning. He never grows old.” Sirius leaned forward on his 
elbows, looking at his clasped hands. “Only then he loses his family and his 
friends. Everyone he’s ever loved. The movie follows him and his enemy-turned- 
friend because they’re the only two who are immortal. 


“So, | guess what | mean is that trying to show those emotions-that feeling of loss 
and of finding love and friendship that is always fleeting through centuries of life- 
well, it takes a lot to show that convincingly. It’s been.” Sirius sighed. “It’s been 
hard. Harder than | realized.” 


Remus reached out to grab his hand, and it took Sirius off guard for a moment. He 
looked toward Remus, who smiled softly, though Sirius didn’t miss the worry 
crease between his eyebrows. “Are you alright?” 


Sirius smiled back. “l am right now. It’s most difficult after long days of filming. 
Sometimes | feel like | can’t quite pull myself out of the character.” 


Remus began tracing small circles on the back of his hand. “If you ever need to, 
you Can call me. | don’t know, maybe that’s a stupid suggestion, but I’m happy to 
talk to you until you’re feeling more like yourself again.” 


“No, that’s not stupid.” Something about the offer hit Sirius right in his chest, or 
maybe it was just part of being at James’s wedding and showing up late when his 
friends were here, but Sirius had to take a moment before he could say anything 
else. When he spoke again, his voice was thick. “I would really like that, actually.” 


“Good,” Remus said. 


A sniffing noise made them both look up, still hand in hand, to find James near 
tears and looking between the two of them with wide, happy eyes. He shook his 
head when they looked at him. “I just, I’m so happy and I’m glad Lily can be your 
best woman because | just... | love this so much.” 


Remus rolled his eyes to Sirius with a smile, then pushed off the couch to help 
James dry his eyes. Sirius stayed there for a moment, watching his best friend and 
his best fake boyfriend, and he couldn’t help but agree with James. He loved this 
so much. 


Remus and Sirius spent the rest of the prep time actually focusing on James and 
helping him mentally prepare for what he said was the biggest prank of his life. 
“Seriously, how did | trick her into marrying me? She can do so much better than 
me, but she’s going to marry me.” 


“Oh, come on now,” Sirius said with a laugh that lit up his whole face. “She can’t 
do better than you. You’re fantastic. Remus, back me up here.” 


Remus tilted his head, considering a moment. “No, he’s right. Lily’s much better 
than him.” 


“Right!” James looked between them seriously. “No one tell her.” 


Remus laughed. “I think she already knows. It’s the weirdest thing.” He clapped 
James on his shoulder. “She loves you anyway.” 


James smiled then, so wide that Remus thought it might float off of his face. “She 
does, doesn’t she? I’m the luckiest man alive.” 


Remus and Sirius exchanged an exasperated look. He’d been like that off and on 
all day. 


They’d had several guests in James’s prep room, too. His parents, and Lily’s. 
Friends stopping in to say high. Photographers, the wedding planner, the vicar. 
When someone else came in, Remus and Sirius retreated to the side of the room, 
shoulder to shoulder or a few times with Sirius’s hand on the small of Remus’s 
back, and they watched as James soaked up all the happiness around him. 


“Do you ever think you’ll do this?” Sirius asked as they watched the photographer 
take pictures of James and his mum sharing a quiet moment. 


“This, like get married?” Remus asked, and Sirius nodded. Remus looked back at 
James and his mum, as she made him bend so she could kiss his forehead, and 
then wipe off lipstick. “Yeah, | think so. | mean, my mum would love something 
like this if | ever found the right person.” 


Remus looked back at Sirius, studying his profile. The sharp lines and rosy flush, 
the way his dark eyelashes fell across his cheeks. Remus could understand how he 
was declared the sexiest man alive. It-well, look at him. It made sense. 


Remus looked back to James and cleared his throat. “What about you? Think you'll 
walk down the aisle?” 


Sirius shrugged. “I can’t imagine finding someone who wanted to do this whole 
big thing with me. | mean, even if it was a small wedding, it would be a big thing. 
With the cameras and press and everything. There’s no way I'd be able to keep it 
quiet.” 


“So you just need to find someone who is willing to elope with you. Run off and 
get married without a plan. Or drag along your closest friends and tell them 


nothing. Let them find out it’s a wedding after.” 


Sirius looked at him, his hard gaze unreadable. “You think | could find someone 
willing to do that?” 


“I’m certain you could.” 


“Maybe | will, then. If | find someone.” Sirius’s voice sounded a bit distant, and 
Remus couldn’t explain it. 


Remus looked down at the floor and scuffed his dress shoe against the carpet. 
“Well, when you decide to, just call me, and I'll be there for you.” 


“You will?” Sirius asked. 
“Of course. | wouldn’t miss it.” 


They looked back toward James, whose dad was now waxing poetic about 
something while trying to fix that one curl of hair that never lay flat. Enough of a 
silence passed that Remus thought their conversation was over. 


Then, Sirius slid his hand down Remus’s wrist and threaded their fingers together. 
“I’m really glad to be here with you.” 


“Me too,” Remus said, though he wasn’t sure exactly what Sirius meant. Here, as in 
at James’s wedding? With you, as in with Remus or with a collective you? Or, like... 


No, Sirius just meant here with them, celebrating James. With his friends. He’d 
been away for a while, and it must be hard to be away all the time. 


Remus didn’t dwell on the fact that Sirius didn’t let go of his hand. Of course, 
Remus didn’t let go either. 


In fact, it wasn’t until they had to move again to follow James to the front of the 
chapel that they finally let go. His hand was colder for the lack of skin contact. 


The ceremony proceeded as wedding ceremonies do. James cried when he saw 
Lily, and she kissed his tears away when she made it to the front. There were vows 
and | Dos and one perfect first kiss, and they were walking out the back of the 
chapel behind the new Mr. and Mrs. Potter. 


Remus escorted Petunia out the door. She barely acknowledged him before they 
walked out, and as soon as she cleared the door, she dropped his arm and moved 
over toward a group of people he didn’t recognize. Remus stifled a sigh. He 
supposed he shouldn’t be surprised to get such treatment from Petunia. 


He made his way over to where Sirius was standing with his bridesmaid-Florence, 
a friend of Lily’s from university-and it wasn’t until he was closer that he realized 
Sirius’s smile was pasted on and he was trying to delicately extract himself from 
her arm. 


Remus stepped up to his other side, wrapping his arm around Sirius’s waist and 
folding himself into his side. “Hi, baby. Who is this?” 


Sirius jumped slightly when Remus first walked up, though his whole body relaxed 
into Remus when he saw him. “Hi, darling. Did you walk a longer aisle than we 
did?” 


Remus laughed. “No, just walked with Petunia, and her icy demeanor made for a 
slippery walk out.” Remus turned toward Florence, who was still holding onto 
Sirius. “Hi, | don’t think | caught your name the last time we met.” 


She narrowed her eyes at him, clearly not believing him. “It’s Flo.” 
“Right, | remember that.” Remus squeezed Sirius a little tighter. “Well, Jo-” 
“It’s Flo.” 


Remus ignored her. “It was lovely to see you again, but Sirius and | have to go take 
care of something inside before we can head to the reception, so if you’ll excuse 


US. 
“Perhaps | can come-” 


“No, | wouldn’t hear of it, Cleo. Why don’t you go see if Lily needs anything? You 
are her Maid of Honor, right?” 


“I’m sure she’s-” 


“| really must insist, Coco.” Remus gave her a simpering look. “I mean, it seems 
like it’s a much better use of your time than hitting on a gay man who is with his 
boyfriend, don’t you think?” 


Florence dropped Sirius’s arm, mostly in surprise at being called out so directly, 
but Remus didn’t waste any time. “Come on, Sirius. Let’s head in.” 


Remus pulled Sirius in by the waist. A glance over his shoulder told him that 
Florence was still watching them, so Remus let his hand drop from Sirius’s waist to 
his arse, where he gave it a light squeeze. 


Sirius, incredibly, didn’t miss a step as they went inside but ducked his head as 
they walked back to the room they’d gotten ready with James in. “Was that for me 
or for her?” 


“Oh, it was for her.” Remus returned his hand to Sirius’s waist. “But it was alsoa 
little bit for me. You have a fantastic arse.” 


Sirius threw his head back and laughed. “Yes, well. I’ve been told.” 

“Sorry, | groped you,” Remus said. “I probably shouldn’t have done that, but the 
way she was looking at you just really grated on me. | mean, it’s not like you 
weren’t with your boyfriend or anything.” 

“Fake boyfriend,” Sirius reminded him with raised eyebrows. 

“Well, she doesn’t know that,” Remus replied. 

Sirius pulled him a little tighter as they walked through the door. “Well, | think my 
fake boyfriend gets arse grabbing privileges, especially when saving me from an 
overzealous fan.” Sirius looked around the room, his arm still around Remus’s 
shoulders. “What did we need to do?” 


“What?” Remus looked at him. “Oh, no. Nothing. | was just trying to get you away.” 


Sirius’s shoulders dropped. “Thanks for that. | really didn’t expect that level of fan 
behavior today.” 


“Do you usually?” Remus asked. 


Sirius shrugged. “Most people are a bit more reserved. | didn’t expect Lily’s Maid 
of Honor to come for me like that, definitely.” 


“Well, at least you don’t have to deal with her for the rest of the night,” Remus 
said. 


“| do though.” Sirius lifted his head and scrubbed his face. “Il have to dance with 
her tonight. It’s going to be awful.” 


“No, you don’t.” Remus smiled at him. “Your boyfriend is feeling awfully 
possessive. | think you’re just going to have to stick to him all night.” 


“What about James and Lil-” 


“Neither of them are going to be okay with you being harassed just for their 
wedding.” Remus shook his head. “I’m making the executive decision that we are 


going to handle it and tell them later.” 
Sirius groaned and pulled Remus to him. “Fuck, thank you.” 


“What are fake boyfriends for if not to scare away the obsessive fans?” Remus 
pulled back slightly. “Come on. We better go back out in case they need us.” 


They walked out of the church again, arm in arm, and were making their way back 
to where James and Lily were still taking pictures when Remus heard and saw the 
flash. Sirius sighed in a way that was so weary that Remus couldn’t help but feel 
sorry for him. 


Sirius glanced over his shoulder, catching a glimpse of the photographers 
standing by the road. He turned back to Remus, holding his face close to Remus’s 
head in a way that probably looked like a kiss to the cameras. “I have to take care 
of this.” 


He pulled away from Remus, unwrapping his arm from around him, but Remus 
grabbed his hand as he walked away to follow him over. When they faced the 
cameras again, Sirius had on his thousand-watt celebrity smile. 


“Hello, guys,” Sirius began. 


“We’re legally allowed to be here,” the man said in a gruff voice. “This is public 
property.” 


Sirius’s smile didn’t falter. “I’m not denying that, but I’m here with my friends, and 
it’s their day. | was hoping perhaps you’d gotten your pictures, and you could 


leave now so we don’t spoil their day.” 


The man looked down at his camera. “Or, we could stay and maybe catch a bigger 
story.” 


Sirius shook his head. “There’s no bigger story here. I’m just here celebrating my 
best friend’s wedding. Please, let me know what it will take to get you to leave.” 


A few of them exchanged looks, before a woman in the back spoke up. “Ay, let us 
get one of ya two kissing.” 


“That's not-” 
Remus stopped him. “It’s fine, Sirius.” 


Sirius turned back to him, eyebrows furrowed. “Are you sure?” 


Remus shrugged and gave him a small smile. “For James and Lily.” 
“What’s this then?” the gruff man asked. “Do you two not kiss?” 


Remus turned to the camera. “Not publicly, no. I’m not a fan of PDA, and Sirius has 
always been very respectful of that.” Remus saw a few of them take notes on that, 
and he suppressed an eyeroll. “But it’s fine. If you all promise to go away, we'll 
kiss.” 


Sirius didn’t say anything, but he kept looking at Remus with the same blank 
stare. Remus received confirmation from all of the photographers and turned to 
Sirius. “Well, what do you say, baby.” 

Sirius inhaled and then exhaled slowly. “Alright. Come here.” 

Sirius was smooth as he leaned in for a kiss, cupping Remus’s face with his hand 
before the kiss. He was good. So good that Remus almost missed it. If he hadn’t 


been the one on the receiving end of the kiss, he would have missed it. 


Sirius slipped his thumb between their lips before he kissed Remus, and their lips 
never really touched. 


The swooping feeling Remus felt in his stomach had nothing to do with that at all. 
Despite this fact, the cameras flashed and soon left. Sirius grabbed Remus’s hand 
again and squeezed, walking back toward James and Lily. “Sorry to spring that on 
you. It’s a stage kiss. No one can tell it wasn’t real.” 

“Right.” Remus scratched at the hair at the base of his head. “Smart.” 

Sirius smiled at him, looking a bit like he did Remus a favor, though Remus 
couldn’t explain why he didn’t feel very thankful. “Had to keep to our no kiss rule, 
right? I’d hate for you to fake break up with me now.” 


Remus snorted. “I told you a kiss was fine.” 


Sirius shrugged one shoulder, and shoved his hand in his opposite pocket. “| 
didn’t want to force you into it like that. Especially not for something like this.” 


“Something more important than saving James’s wedding,” Remus asked. 
“Not that. It’s just-” Sirius cut off with a sigh. “They probably would have just 


stayed around and took pictures. Not a big deal. | just, for one evening, didn’t 
want to have to worry about them. So | took control of the narrative.” 


Remus nodded. “Well, we make a very handsome narrative.” 


Sirius laughed, and pressed something close to a kiss on Remus’s head again. 
“Very handsome, indeed. Like, sexiest men alive.” 


“| knew you loved that.” Remus shook his head. “You’re eating that up.” 


Sirius winked at him, but neither of them said anything else as James wrapped 
them in a hug. 


The rest of the wedding passed in a blur, between dinner and a co-best man 
speech, and so many drinks. Sirius spent most of the night dancing—a few times 
with James and with Lily, once with Euphemia, but mostly with Remus. 


Near the end of the night, he was sitting with Remus at a table at the edge of the 
room, both of them complaining of sore feet and lagging energy. Remus stood 
with a groan. “I think | need some water. Do you want one?” 


“Yeah, please. Thanks Remus.” 


Sirius let his mind and eyes wander to the thinned crowd. The oldest of the guests 
were gone, as well as the youngest, leaving a smattering of people around their 
age—friends from school or university or work. Sirius knew very few people left, 
but it seemed like everyone knew him. Luckily, by this point, they’d mostly gotten 
over the fact that The Sirius Black was in the room, and they mostly left him alone, 
aside from a few sidelong glances. 


Sirius jumped slightly when James collapsed in Remus’s abandoned chair, pulling 
Lily down with him. “Where’s your cuter half?” James asked. 


“Getting us water,” Sirius responded, leaning back in his chair. 


James and Lily both looked at him like he’d grown a second head. “What, have | 
grown a second head?” Sirius asked. 


“Did you just admit to Remus being cuter than you?” Lily asked in a tone of 
surprise. 


Sirius gave a half-hearted swing at her leg. “Get out of here.” For some reason, 
Sirius couldn’t deny it further. 


“Oi, you gave away my Seat,” Remus said as he handed a bottle of water to Sirius. 
With a slight Aumph , Remus turned and sat on Sirius’s lap. 


Sirius shifted to adjust how Remus was sitting, one hand resting low on Remus’s 
back. “You could just go find another chair.” 


“God, no.” Remus leaned back against Sirius and handed him an unopened bottle. 
“That sounds exhausting, and | have a perfectly good seat here." 


Sirius snorted. "Alright, whatever you say, darling." He wrapped his arm around 
Remus's waist to open the bottle, then left it draped over his thigh. 


Sirius looked up to see James and Lily smiling knowingly at each other. “What’s 
gotten into you two?” 


“Nothing,” James said quickly, wrapping his arms around Lily and leaning against 
her shoulder. “Not a thing.” 


“You two are doing much better at the whole fake intimacy thing tonight,” Lily 
said. “Almost seems like real intimacy.” 


“Thank you,” Sirius said, feeling a bit like he was missing the punchline. “We’ve 
been working on being more convincing.” He looked at Remus who had shifted to 
lay his head against Sirius’s shoulder and looked like he might be falling asleep. 


“Well, you’re doing well,” Lily said. “It’s interesting that you’re doing it on a night 
when there are no cameras around.” She waved generally at the nearly empty 
room. 


“There could always be cameras around, Lily. Any one of these people could pull 
out their phone and take a picture.” Sirius thought the argument sounded weak 
even to his own ears. 


“Florence,” Remus said, a bit weakly. Sirius couldn’t help but smile at his sleep soft 
voice. 


“What about Flo?” James asked, sitting up a little straighter. 
Sirius brought his hand up to Remus’s arm, trailing his fingers up and down it ina 
soothing gesture. “She hit on me earlier. Remus had to come to my rescue, like a 


knight in shining armor.” 


“Shit, I’m sorry,” Lily said. “I told her to leave you alone, and that you weren’t 
interested in her in any situation, but she- She shouldn’t have done that.” 


“It’s alright. We didn’t want to bother you with it.” Sirius looked down at Remus 
again, who might have actually been asleep now. “Plus, Remus took care of it.” 


Lily smiled warmly again. “Well, Flo has been gone for at least two hours.” 


“Shit maid of honor,” Sirius mumbled. 


“| told her she could go.” She nodded at Remus. “But you’re still...” she let the 
sentence trail off. 


Sirius gave half a shrug, as much as he could without dislodging Remus. “Would 
be weird to stop at that point.” 


Lily nodded, but she didn’t seem convinced. “Sure.” 

“Why don’t you take him home?” James suggested. “He’s well done in.” 

“We can’t leave before you two,” Sirius protested. 

James waved him off. “I’m going to take my wife back to the dance floor and keep 
dancing until after they stop the music and they pack up the entire wedding 
around us.” 

“If you’re sure.” Sirius nudged Remus. “Let’s go home, boyfriend.” 


Remus opened half an eye, snuffling against Sirius in his sleep. “‘S’t over?” 


“For you it is.” Sirius nudge him again until Remus slid off his lap. “Let’s go home.” 
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Chapter 11: Pretty Woman (1990) 


“Hey, boyfriend. | was wondering if | would hear from you.” Remus leaned against 
his kitchen counter and smiled as he answered his phone. “I hear you’re cheating 
on me.” 


“Hey Remus.” Sirius sounded exhausted, and perhaps a bit defeated. “You saw the 
pictures, | take it?” 


“| did.” In truth, they had been emailed to him a few dozen times, as though 
people thought he’d have no idea if they didn’t tell him about it. As though Remus 
didn’t have google alerts up for Sirius’s name, just like he always had since Sirius 
first started making it big. “She’s cute. I’m devastated, of course.” 

Sirius snorted. “You sound devastated.” 


“Lam. I'll probably have to stick my head in the oven after we get off the phone.” 


There was a long pause-long enough that Remus looked down at his phone to see 
if Sirius hung up. “Is that supposed to be a reference to something?” 


“Yeah, it’s Sylvia Plath, but-” Remus paused, considering. “Is everything okay? | 
know I’m making light of this, but if you want to talk about it, I’m here for you.” 


“| don’t think fake relationships come with therapist duties, Remus.” There was a 
bite to his words, and Remus recoiled slightly. 


He counted to ten in his head before he responded. “No, probably not. Thank fuck 
you re not fake dating Gilderoy, then, since | think friendship does come with 
some built in therapy.” 


“Shit fuck.” He could hear Sirius’s exasperation. “I’m being an arse.” 
“You are, but I’ll forgive you anyway.” 


The line fell silent. Remus waited. He’d known Sirius long enough to know that 
this was the time he needed to wait, not push. It was entirely likely that Sirius 


would close up now if Remus tried to ask again, but if he just gave him a minute... 
“Do you want to come over?” 

Well, that wasn’t what Remus expected. “You’re in the city?” 

“Yeah. Flew back late last night, after the whole thing.” Remus heard a sound that 
he was pretty sure was Sirius flopping back on the bed. “Didn’t know about the 
posts until | woke up just a bit ago.” 


“Shit surprise.” 


Sirius snorted. “You’re telling me.” There was a long pause. “You don’t have to 
come over. I'll be fine.” 


“No, | will.” Remus stood and looked for his keys and phone. “You don’t want to 
call James?” 


“No. He’ll just find a way to give it a positive spin.” Sirius sounded slightly muffled, 
like his hand ran over his face. “I’m not ready to be positive yet.” 


“lll leave all my positivity behind, then.” Remus shoved his hands in his pocket 
with his keys and wallet. “Where’s my phone?” 


Sirius snorted. “I’ve no idea. Where could it be, Remus?” 

Remus looked around, trying to remember where he'd last seen it. “I had it in bed 

and then-” Remus cut off as he realized what was in his hand. He pressed his lips 

together as Sirius laughed on the other end of the line. “You couldn’t just tell me?” 


“No way. This was much more fun.” 


“Alright, arsehole. Get your laughs in. Hope it makes you feel better.” Remus 
walked out his front door and locked it behind him. “See you soon?” 


“Yeah.” Sirius sounded like he was shifting on the bed. “Come in the back? You 
have the code. | think I’m going to hop in the shower for a bit.” 


“Typical famous Sirius Black.” Remus trotted down the stairs of his flat. The 
elevator was still broken, going on six months. “Can’t even answer his own door.” 


Sirius scoffed. “Talk like that and I’ll change the code. You’ll have to wait for me to 
get out before you can come in.” 


“Yeah, that sounds about right.” He paused before walking out the door. “Except 
you'd probably change it from James’s birthday to my birthday, and it would be 
completely irrelevant.” 


Sirius laughed. “Cheeky bugger. Just get over here.” 


Remus pushed the door open, walking out into the muggy warm air of the 
evening. “Alright, alright. I’m on my way. Shower so you don’t stink when | get 
there. Use some soap.” 


“Need to scrub my arsehole,” Sirius said. Remus could hear his smile through the 
phone. “Didn’t you hear? My boyfriend is coming over.” 


Remus was bent over in the ice box, sliding the six-pack of beer that he picked up 
onto the lower shelf when he heard a low whistle behind him. Remus jerked in 
surprise, bumping his head on the door. “Well, well. If I'd known that you’d bend 
over for me as soon as you got here, | would have called you a lot earlier.” 


Remus groaned as he stood up, rubbing the back of his head. Sirius’s laughter 
turned into a sympathetic look. “Sorry. | didn’t mean to startle you.” Sirius closed 
the distance between them and took Remus’s head in his hand, rubbing the spot 
Remus had been nursing. 


“Yes you did, you arse.” Remus tried not to think about the way that Sirius was 
inches away from him wearing nothing but a towel. He definitely wasn’t distracted 
by the trail of water that ran from Sirius’s hair at the nape of his neck, down his 
neck, and around to run down his chest. Remus cleared his throat. “Don’t worry. | 
got the beer in, so it’s still cold.” 


Sirius grabbed his head with both hands and bent his neck until Sirius could kiss 
the spot on his head. “There. All better.” 


Remus pulled back, then shook off the remembered touch of Sirius on him. 
“Geroff me, you tosser.” Remus moved over to the bag he’d left on the counter. “I 
grabbed some junk food too. | got some of those jelly babies, and-” 


He pulled a bag of crisps out, and Sirius grabbed it out of his hand before he 
could say anything. “Mackie’s! | love tomato crisps.” 


“You used to sneak those into the dorm room all the time.” Remus shrugged and 
folded away the bag. “Figured you could use some now.” 


Sirius pulled the bag open, popping a crisp in his mouth. “I fucking love these. | 
could kiss you right now.” Sirius shrugged, then sing-songed. “Except that’s 


against the ru-ules.” 


“Well, if you’re going to eat that rubbish, I’m going to be very glad for that rule.” 
Remus nudged Sirius in the side, and Sirius smiled through a mouthful of crumbs. 
“Go get dressed, you wanker. I'll grab us some beers.” 


Sirius dropped the bag on the counter and dusted off his hands. “Is my boyfriend 
asking me to put on more clothes?” Sirius gestured down his chest and stomach, 
which gave Remus the perfect opportunity to ogle him. “You want me to cover all 
of this up?” 


“| think you need to.” Remus winked at Sirius’s surprised expression. “Otherwise, 
I’Il lose you to looking at yourself in a mirror.” 


Sirius snorted, backing out of the kitchen. “It’s fine, Remus. You don’t need to 
admit you like looking at me. | already know.” 


“You’ve mistaken me for one of your fans,” Remus called after him. Though, he 
admitted silently as he grabbed beers from the fridge, Sirius wasn’t wrong. He was 
fit; of course, Remus enjoyed looking. 


Sirius met him on the couch, wearing soft grey joggers and pulling a tshirt over his 
head. Definitely wasn't looking as the fabric of his shirt hid the last strip of skin at 
his waistband. 


Remus clicked his tongue. "You look obscene right now. | can see your whole 
entire dick, and you’re not even hard yet.” 


Sirius wagged his hips, making a distinct “Why are you looking so close, Remus? 
Hoping to get a peek of-” Sirius narrowed his eyes, smile growing on his face. “Did 
you say yet?Mr. Lupin, do you have designs on seeing it hard tonight?” 


“That is not what | meant,” Remus laughed. 


“Are you sure? You said they looked obscene. Should | take them off?” Sirius 
hooked his thumbs in his waistband and pulled it away from his waist with a 
teasing smirk on his lips. 


“Oh, god. Please put it away.” Remus tossed a throw pillow at him, which Sirius 
caught. “Sit down you berk.” 


Sirius sat on the couch next to him and lifted his blanket to slide under. Their legs 
tangled together under the blanket, and Sirius grabbed his beer before sitting 
back to settle against the armrest. 


A comfortable silence fell over them. It was the kind of comfort born from years of 
easy conversations that never dwindled, but that also understood that sometimes 
silence was necessary anyway. Remus watched as Sirius took a long drink from his 
beer, watched as it moved down the long column of his throat, and looked away as 
Sirius’s tongue darted out to catch the last drop on his lip. 


That was a normal, friendly thing to have noticed, of course. 


Sirius sighed, cradling the bottle between his hands. “Thank you for coming over. | 
know I’m being ridiculous.” 


“| don’t think you’re being ridiculous. Do you want to tell me what happened?” 


Sirius didn’t answer for a long time. Long enough that Remus considered asking a 
different question, or diverting from the topic at hand to something more light 
hearted like a movie or game. Instead, he waited. 


Sirius sighed. “I didn’t kiss her, if you’re wondering.” 
Remus picked at the label on his bottle. “It would be alright if you did, you know.” 


Sirius shook his head, looking defeated. “No, | mean | really didn’t kiss her. She- 
she kissed me, if you could call it a kiss. Assaulted me, more like, and in front of 
cameras, too. She’d been just some fangirl, and she told me that-” he looked at 
Remus, stopping suddenly mid-sentence. Remus kept his face neutral, but nodded 
for Sirius to go on. “She told me that it didn’t matter if | was into men, she could 
be the woman to change me.” 


Remus grimaced. “That’s disgusting.” 

“It’s not the first time.” Sirius drinks from his bottle again. “I mean, it’s the first 
time it’s been photographed, but it’s not the first time that a woman has come 
onto me with the promise that she can be the one to change me. I’ve been kissed 
and groped and one woman was even halfway to unbuttoning my trousers when | 
finally managed to shake her.” 

Remus shook his head. “I can’t believe you’ve had to deal with that.” 

Sirius shrugged. “It’s my least favorite part of the gig. The fans suck.” 


“You don’t mean that,” Remus said softly. 


“Don’t act like you have any idea because you’ve been in magazines with me a few 
times, Remus. You don’t get it,” Sirius snapped. 


Remus looked down, peeling the label on his bottle again, and letting the silence 
once again hang between them. Sirius deflated across from him. “Shit. I’m being 
an arse again.” 


“You are, actually.” Remus took a drink from his bottle, drained the last of it, and 
set it on the coffee table. “And | won’t pretend to know anything about what being 
famous is like, or how much situations like that suck. What | do know is you. I’ve 
seen you interact with your fans, Sirius, the ones that aren’t fucking mental. You 
/ove your fans. You love meeting them, and hearing their stories, and being the/r 
Sirius Black. Don’t tell me you don’t love it, because | know you do.” 


Sirius’s head and shoulders sank, like the weight of Remus’s words added to the 
pain he was carrying rather than relieved it. “Sometimes the shit ones outweigh 
the lovely ones.” 


“| know. They affect you more.” Remus reached across the couch and grabbed 
Sirius’s hand. “Il wish that | could make that easier for you.” 


Sirius gripped Remus’s hand. “This helps, actually. Just-you being here, helps. 
Sometimes | feel like everyone | know only wants to know me for what | can do for 
them, but you’ve never been that way. You and James.” 


“I’m happy it helps.” 
Sirius leaned his head against the back of the couch with a smile. “Me too.” 


“You know what else will help?” Remus pulled his hand away and tossed the 
blanket off their legs, untangling himself from Sirius. Sirius perked up hopefully. 
“Getting so drunk we forget about the paps and fans. This beer isn’t going to cut 
it. Where do you keep the fancy shit?” 


Sirius laughed. He leaned back across the armrest of the couch to look at Remus 
in the kitchen. “Try the cabinet by the fridge.” 


Remus opened the door and found a single bottle and nothing else. Before he 
grabbed it, he opened a few more cabinets, finding very little. He scoffed at the 
sparse findings, then went back to the bottle in the cabinet and pulled it out. 
“Sirius, | don’t think I’m dressed well enough to be in the same room as this 
bottle. Do you have something that costs less than the building | live in?” 


Sirius snorted. “You’re overvaluing that bottle.” 


“You’re overvaluing my flat,” Remus countered. 


“Eh, just bring it. It was gifted to me by some director that wanted me on his 
project. | turned him down anyway.” Sirius sat up off the couch. “Let’s drink it.” 


“Don’t you want to save it for a special occasion?” Remus turned the bottle in his 
hands. “Surely something better than this.” 


Sirius leaned over the back of the couch, a soft smile on his lips. “A night getting 
pissed with my boyfriend?” 


“Fake boyfriend,” Remus interjected. 
“Fake boyfriend,” Sirius amended. “I can’t think of a specialer occasion.” 


Remus groaned and grabbed a couple of glasses from Sirius’s cabinet. “Specialer? 
You’re not even drunk yet. Sometimes it is literally painful to know you.” 


Sirius let out a bark of laughter. “Get over here and we can work on forgetting that 
too.” 


When Remus woke up, he wasn’t sure where he was. It certainly wasn’t the worn- 
out mattress in his too-warm flat. The bed felt a bit like laying on a cloud, and his 
bed had never felt remotely cloud-like, even when it was new. 


Though it wasn’t until he flexed his hand, feeling soft fabric and warm skin under 
his fingers, that he realized he was not alone. 


Remus peeled his eyes open, amazed but unsurprised to find himself tucked up 
against Sirius. Remus inhaled the scent of his skin-expensive booze and 
something a bit woodsy and feral that had always been the lingering smell of 
Sirius. He was careful not to wake Sirius, but moved up Sirius’s shirt until he could 
press his hand flat against Sirius’s stomach, counting the slow, measured breaths 
he took. 


Remus moved away before he had to acknowledge how weird he was being. He 
was here with Sirius because Sirius was having a hard time, and he definitely didn’t 
need Remus groping him. 


Remus wandered out to the kitchen, feeling a bit sick and a lot hungover from how 
much they drank the night before, and popped the kettle on. He searched Sirius’s 
cabinets for some version of tea. There were sparse offerings, though Remus 
found some bagged tea in the back of a cabinet. It would have to do. 


As the water boiled, Remus wondered how Sirius could stand coming back toa 
house that was so cold and devoid of personal touches. Perhaps Remus could 


come in and decorate while he was away next. And James, of course. They could 
decorate. For their friend. 


The kettle just started to whistle when Remus heard the door down the hall open 
and close, and soft feet padded down toward the kitchen. Remus poured the water 
into two mugs and plopped bags in, turning to hand one to Sirius. 


Sirius leaned back against the counter behind him and accepted the cup witha 
soft smile. “You look like shit.” 


Remus narrowed his eyes, which he knew were puffy and red. His head was 
pounding, and he was pretty sure it was about a thousand percent brighter today 
than it had been last night, and the lights weren’t even on. If he looked anything 
like how he felt, Sirius wasn’t wrong. 


“You look like shit, too.” 


That, unfortunately, was a lie. For some reason, Sirius had always been immune to 
hangovers, the worst of them just leaving him with a mild headache and rosy 
nose. Sirius stood in front of him with his hair pulled back into a bun, looking 
wide awake, cheery, and unbelievably flawless, other than the red tip of his nose. 


Also unfortunately, Sirius knew it was a lie, if the smirk he failed to hide behind 
his tea cup was any indication. Remus rolled his eyes and said, “Shut up.” 


Sirius laughed, though quieter when he saw Remus wince at it. “Should | make up 
some breakfast? | don’t think | have eggs, but | think I’ve got some frozen 
sausages and breakfast potatoes. That almost counts as a hangover breakfast, 
right?” He reached the fridge and dug out the frozen products as he talked. 


Remus grimaced. “How freezer burned is that?” 

Sirius shrugged. “We won’t know until we try it.” 

Sirius grilled up the potatoes and sausage while Remus sat at the counter with his 
tea and whinged about the hangover. “You know, | thought that the fancy liquor 


was supposed to give you less of a hangover.” 


“| think it does.” Sirius flipped the sausages in his pan and then looked over his 
shoulder. “We just drank enough that it didn’t matter anymore.” 


“That’s a bit shit.” Remus drained the rest of his tea and made to stand up. Sirius 
turned and filled his cup again before he made it far, and he grunted in thanks as 
he sank back down. “What’s even the benefit of drinking the good stuff then?” 


Sirius shrugged, his back to Remus but his broad shoulders lifting as he cooked. 
“Supposedly it tastes good.” 


“Yes, well, | think we drank enough that it didn’t matter anymore.” 


Sirius grabbed plates out of the cabinet and began splitting the food as Remus’s 
phone began buzzing on the cabinet next to him. He flipped it over and groaned 
at the calendar reminder buzzing away. 


Sirius shot him a questioning look over his shoulder as Remus silenced the alarm, 
“| forgot | had plans today.” 


Sirius paused as he scooped food onto the plates. “Oh, do you need to go? | don’t 
mean to keep you.” 


“Nah, I’m going to cancel. | wasn’t planning to go hungover anyway.” Remus 
opened his phone and began typing out a message. 


Sirius went back to filing their plates, but a bit more cautiously. “| hope your date 
won’t mind.” 


Remus, who had just taken a drink of tea, nearly spit it back out. “What, date? | 
don’t have a date.” 


“Sorry, | didn’t mean to presume.” Sirius grabbed the plates and turned back 
around, and Remus didn’t miss the way his cheeks were almost as flushed as his 
nose. “You just said plans.” 


“Who plans a date at nine am on a Saturday morning?” Remus took a fork full of 
sausage and potatoes and shoved it in his mouth. He spoke around his mouthful. 
“This isn’t half bad.” 


“People who like mornings?” Sirius moved a potato around his plate with this fork, 
pointedly not looking at Remus. 


“| realize that we’re not really dating, but I’m hoping we are good enough friends 
that you realize I’m not a morning person.” He took a deep drink of tea, then 
pointed his fork at Sirius “You shou/d know that because I’m pretty sure | spent 
nearly a decade at school throwing whatever was available at James when he 
accidentally woke me up at the arse crack of dawn.” 


Sirius snorted. “I don’t know. Maybe someone convinced you to go.” 


“Or, more reasonably, | was going to look at flats because my lease is up.” Remus 
looked back at his plate, stabbing four potatoes on his fork before he realized 


Sirius hadn’t responded. “What?” 
“You’re moving?” 


Remus swallowed his mouthful before responding. “Yes? Not far though. Just 
finding a different place.” 


“Why?” Sirius was still frozen with his fork hovering over his plate. 


Remus shrugged. “Well, my rent is being raised, and | can’t really afford to stay 
there. It’s fine, though. The apartment was a bit shit anyway, so I'll find 
somewhere else that’s better.” 


“Oh, sure.” Sirius toyed with his food again. “Or you could just move in here.” 
Remus stopped with his fork halfway to his mouth. “What?” 


“| mean,” Sirius looked at him with an unreadable expression. “Yeah, move in. 
We’ve been roommates before, and | wouldn’t mind coming back to a not 
completely empty home.” 


“Sirius, | can’t afford to split rent here either.” Remus set his fork down gingerly. 


“Well, | own the place, so there’s no need to pay rent, not that I’d take it from you 
anyway.” Sirius put up a hand to brush off his objection before he could even say 
it. “Honestly, you’d be doing me a favor. | pay a service to come in once a week 
and make sure nothing is going on, and | always feel so guilty about the fact that 
it just sits empty. Plus, it’ll be easier to hang out when | am in town if you’re 
here.” 


Remus chewed on his lip for a moment. “I guess it will also be easier to convince 
people that we’re still dating if | move in too.” 


Something passed over Sirius’s eyes, but was gone quickly enough that Remus 
didn’t catch it. “Right. There’s that too. But, um-” Sirius cleared his throat. “I would 


really prefer if you didn’t bring guys back here.” 


“Guys?” It really was a testament to Remus’s still lingering hangover that he didn’t 
catch on very quickly. “You mean a date?” 


“Yeah, | do.” Sirius tucked a loose strand of hair behind his ear. “I guess | can’t tell 
you not to, but | just- | don’t think that would really be okay.” 


“Sirius, I’m not dating anyone.” 


He looked genuinely surprised at that. “You’re not?” 


“No, I’m not. | haven’t since we started this.” Remus looked away and picked up 
his cup of tea. “I mean, I’ve had a few hook-ups. Mostly quick shags in clubs, and | 
swiped my way through Grindr, but there was never anyone who seemed worth 
keeping around.” Remus smiled smugly. “No one who holds a candle to you, 
darling.” 


Sirius didn’t adopt his light change of tone. “I didn’t really mean for you to do 
that.” Sirius leaned forward, elbows resting on the counter. “I’m sorry you thought 
you needed to.” 


Remus gave a half-shrug. “It wasn’t really about this when it started. | mean, | was 
finishing school and working on my book, and it just wasn’t really a priority. Since 
then, | just haven’t, really. | didn’t mean to make it a thing.” 


It was quiet for a long moment following his statement, and Remus wondered if 
he’d done something wrong. Sirius cleared his throat. “Il haven’t either. | mean, 
there are a couple blokes out there who hold NDAs that could tell a different story, 
| suppose, but no one who ever lasted for more than the length of time | spent on 
any one set. No one | wanted to, really.” 


“No?” Remus couldn’t explain the feeling in his chest, though he figured it was 
probably the hangover. 


“Nah. Haven’t really been interested. It seems like everyone | meet is more taken 
by who | am to ever really get to know who | am.” Sirius laughed and shook his 
head. “I don’t know if that makes sense, but-” 


“No, | get it. People are more interested in claiming The Sirius Black than in finding 
out that you drink tea with milk and maple syrup like some sort of abomination.” 


Sirius snorted into his cup, dripping a bit on the counter that he cleaned with a 
napkin. “Yeah, something like that. Regardless, fake relationships are about as 
much as | can handle right now, but if you ever do want to see someone, that 
would be okay. We could work it out if you just let me know.” 


In Remus’s head, the words felt like a distant, vague impossibility, but he couldn’t 
quite sort out why. “Alright. Same for you, though. If you find someone that 
checks your boxes, then that’s-” fine. The word was stuck in his throat. “You 
know.” 


“Sure.” Sirius cleared his plate and turned to set it in the sink behind him. “You 
should still move in, though. No reason for you to find another place.” 


“If you’re sure, yeah. That would actually help out a lot.” Remus scratched at the 
back of his head nervously. “When can | move in?” 


Sirius shrugged. “Whenever you want, | suppose. | have to fly back out today to 
continue the press tour, and | probably won’t be back for a few weeks. Sorry | 
can’t help you move in, but I’m happy to get you movers if you need them.” 


Remus waved him off. “My flat came furnished, so | don’t even have furniture, 
really. Which is good, since you’re stocked here. I'll get James to come help, and 
we’ll get it done easy enough.” 


“Wonderful.” Sirius pushed off of the counter and turned to leave the room. “I’ve 
got to go get ready for a flight, but you’re welcome to stay as long as you like.” 


Remus shook his head. “I'll head out soon. Apparently, I’ve got some packing to 
do.” 


Sirius smiled. “So you do.” He started to walk out of the room, but stopped with a 
hand on the door frame. “I’m really glad you came over, Remus. This was really 
great.” 


“It really was.” 


When Remus left Sirius’s flat a bit later, his head was clouded with plans of 
moving and what living with Sirius would actually be like. He did not see the flash 
of a camera as he exited the building. 
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Is Sirius Black 


Sirius Black Answers Most 
Googled Questions 


Transcript 


prakucaoes (pulls tape off of the next line) ... /s Sirius Black breaking up with his 
boyfriend? No. (laughs) We are not breaking up. You /ot are putting way too 
much weight on the pictures of him leaving my flat that morning. He wasn't 
crying. We actually had lovely day and are very happy together. He makes me 


happy. (awwwws from camera crew) A/right, alright. Let's move on. (reaches 
for next strip of tape)...... 


Chapter 13: Can't Buy Me Love (1987) 


International flights were the worst. Particularly when they landed in the middle of 
the night. 


Sirius stumbled into his flat at 3:23 am, but he wasn’t entirely sure what time his 
body thought it was after so many flights in so few days. Was he still on American 
time? Or Italy, where he’d been two days before? Did that travel add up to 
somewhere in the middle, or maybe it subtracted to leave him somewhere in the 
middle of, um- Somewhere on the other side of the world? 


Why had he decided that 3:30 in the morning while jet lagged was the time to 
puzzle this out? Sirius desperately needed to find his way to bed. 


Sirius left his bag and shoes by the door. He could deal with them later, when it 
wasn’t stupid o’clock in the morning. He didn’t bother to turn on any lights or 
particularly open his eyes, but stripped down to his boxers on the way. Sirius 
collapsed face first onto his bed, and- 


“AHHH! Mother fucking fucker fucking-” 


“Christ, what the fuck—Remus?” He grabbed the wiggling mass under him, which 
was only distinguishable by the string of curses coming out of his mouth. “What 
are you doing here?” 


“| was sleeping.” Remus wiggled under Sirius and flipped around to peer at him in 
the dark. “Sirius? | didn’t know you were coming back.” 


“| didn’t really either. There were a lot of plane flights, and several countries and 
—“ Sirius shook his head. “No, wait, why are you fere?” 


“You asked me to move in, you arsehole. If that’s going to be a problem now, I’d 
prefer you didn’t kick me out until the sun is up, at least.” 


Sirius grimaced. “Right, no. | knew that. Sorry. You don’t have to move out, but 
why are you in my bed?” 


“Because | sleep here.” 
“Are you being intentionally obtuse?” Sirius asked, rubbing his eyes. 


Remus groaned. “No, I’m just not quite fully functioning yet between the fact that | 
was asleep two minutes ago and from being attacked in the middle of the night.” 


Remus shifted again until he was laying on his back, and it was only then that 
Sirius realized that somehow in the shuffle, he’d ended up basically straddling 
Remus. If he wasn’t so tired, that probably would have gotten some reaction, and 
if not that, the fact that Remus was half hard under his thigh definitely would have 
gotten a reaction. As it was, his cock gave a twitch in a valiant attempt at getting 
hard anyway, and Sirius had to move. 


“| can’t deal with this right now.” He threw his leg off the other side of Remus and 
scrambled under the covers. 


“Do you want me to leave?” 


Sirius couldn’t tell if Remus meant for the night or permanently, but knowing 
Remus, it was probably both. His answer was the same either way. 


“No. We'll figure it out tomorrow. Just budge up so | can sleep. I’m knackered.” 


Remus replied something, but he missed whatever it was as sleep overtook him. 


Sirius woke up the next morning—or, was it afternoon? The sun was streaming 
through the windows, so he was pretty sure it was still daytime, though he wasn’t 
entirely sure at what country he was in. 


It took a few minutes of orienting himself to figure out that he was home, in 
London, in his bed, and that the other side of the bed looked slept-in and long 
abandoned. He stretched his hand across the sheets to find that they were cool to 
the touch. 


Remus. Remus had been here last night, in his bed. He had been on top of Remus, 
and it took far too long to determine which parts of that particular memory were a 
dream and which were real. He definitely Had straddled Remus when he was 
covered with blankets. He was fa/r/y sure he had not really ridden Remus’s cock. 
That was probably just a fairly common lust-and-exhaustion-fueled dream given 
what had happened before he went to bed. 


Completely normal. Didn’t mean a thing, and he certainly wouldn’t think about it 
any further. 


Sirius got up, checking his phone to confirm that it was still technically still 
morning, but only just barely. He walked into the bathroom, noticing the signs 
that Remus had been here too, somewhat recently. The air was warm and a damp 
towel hung on the bar next to a fluffy, dry-folded one. 


Sirius could still smell the scent of Remus’s shampoo in the air—the same one he 
had been using since he was a teenager, which Sirius was pleased to realize he 
still recognized. When he turned on the hot water, the scent of Remus filled the 
room, and it made Sirius smile. 


He’d intended to shower and get out quickly, but as he soaped himself up, he felt 
the rest of him come awake, too. The fact that he was still half-reliving his dream 
in his head certainly didn’t help, and he reached for a bottle of conditioner or— 


Remus kept lube in the shower. 


Sirius popped the bottle and drizzled some over himself, and he definitely did not 
picture his best friend standing right here doing exactly this right exactly where 
he was standing. Probably this morning. Sirius did not think about that at all. 


When he’d finished, he washed up again, and for good measure, washed the 
shower down as well. He stepped out, dried himself off with the towel, and walked 
into the bedroom at the same time that Remus walked in the other door with a 
tray. 


“Oh, you’re awake. | didn’t hear the shower.” Remus set the tray, which was full of 
eggs, bacon, and tea that Sirius suspected was perfectly poured to his 
preferences. “I was bringing you breakfast. Figured you needed it after you got in 
so late.” 


“Right, sorry about that.” Sirius ran his fingers through his hair, detangling it as he 
went. “I should have told you that | was coming.” 


“No, you don’t have to do that. This is your flat. You can come and go as you 
please.” He shifted nervously. “Speaking of, I’m sorry for, uh, for sleeping in your 
bed.” 


Sirius moved to his wardrobe and pulled out a pair of loose trousers. “Yeah, | was 
a bit surprised about that. | mean, I'll be honest that at 3:30 am | wasn’t thinking 
clearly, and | definitely didn’t realize you’d be here at all, but | didn’t think you’d 
be in my bed regardless.” 


Remus looked away as Sirius “Yeah, | set up a desk in the other room so | could 
use it for writing, but then | was worried that if | slept in there, | wouldn’t be able 


to write in there without feeling sleepy, and I’d already have slept in your room, so 
| just—” 


Remus was rambling, and Sirius let him keep going for a minute. He had this habit 
of twisting his fingers when he was nervous, and for whatever reason, Sirius was 
making Remus nervous. And it was kind of ador- Funny. It was funny. Sirius was 
having fun with his friend. 


So, maybe, he let Remus ramble on a bit too long before he cut him off. “Remus, 
it’s fine. | wasn’t using it. | think that makes a lot of sense.” Sirius pulled out a 
tshirt and slipped it over his head. 


Remus sighed. “I thought you’d let me know when you were coming back, or at 
least that you’d show up in the middle of the day, and | could talk to you about it 
or move back to the other room. Which | can, by the way. | can move back though. 
It’ ll be fine.” 


“No.” Sirius spoke before he really thought about it, but with a moment’s pause, 
he realized how true it was. “No, you should stay. That makes sense about the 
whole sleeping and working thing, and my bed is big enough. | don’t know how 
long I’ll be around anyway.” 


Remus froze. “Wait, you want to share it?” 


“Sure, why not.” Sirius shrugged. “It wouldn’t be the first time we’ve shared a bed. 
It ll be fine.” Sirius looked at him carefully, looking for any signs that Remus 
wasn’t okay with this arrangement. “Unless you don’t want to share, in which case 
we can-” 


“No, no. If you’re sure, then it’s fine.” Remus looked back at the tray he had made. 
“If it’s ever a problem, just let me know, and | can move.” 


Sirius sat down on the other side of the tray on the bed and picked up a piece of 
bacon. “No, if it’s a problem, I’ll just sleep in the other room when | come back. No 
need to mess up your process.” 


“It’s your bed.” 


Sirius snorted. “I think you’ve already slept in it more than | have.” Sirius nudged 
the tray. “Tell me some of this is for you, because there’s no way I|’m eating it all.” 


Remus shrugged. “I had a bit, but this is for you. | didn’t even bring tea for 
myself.” 


“Well, let’s fix that.” Sirius picked up the tray and walked to the door. “We'll eat at 
the table, and you can grab a cuppa.” 


Sirius could see the changes that Remus had made around the flat now that he 
was awake and it was daylight. The flat was still filled with his furnishings, but 
Remus had added details that were so clearly him. 


His large leather sofa was draped in at least two blankets, both of which appeared 
to be homemade by his mum unless Sirius was very much mistaken. The wingback 
chair by the fireplace had another knit blanket draped over the back, a cup of tea 
on the table beside it, and a couple of books shoved in beside the cushions on 
either side of the chair. If Sirius had to guess, this was Remus’s preference of seat 
in the evening, and he could almost picture Remus sitting there, with reading 
glasses pushed low on his nose as he read thick volumes of something Sirius had 
never heard of before. 


When they walked into the kitchen, Sirius thought it felt warmer and full of life. 
There were brightly colored hand towels draped over the handle of the oven door. 
The drying board was filled with chipped mugs and a few plates that Sirius was 
certain were not his, mostly because his plates and mugs had never been used 
enough to be chipped. The electric kettle sat warm on the counter, and Sirius 
suspected that the cabinets and fridge were full of food that Sirius would never be 
here long enough to keep fresh. It was nice, he realized, to have this to come 
home to. He hadn’t even thought it was something he missed. 


Sirius set the tray on the table, unloading the food while Remus grabbed a cup of 
tea. When they sat down, Remus seemed almost nervous, though Sirius wasn’t 
sure why. 


Remus sipped his tea, which Sirius knew he drank black but sweetened with far 
too much sugar. He wasn’t even sure how he remembered that, but the thought of 
it made him smile. 


Remus caught the end of his smile and gave him a nervous one in return. “How 
long are you around?” 


Sirius shook his head. “Just a few days. I’ll be here until the Of Eternity premiere, 
then | fly out again. | don’t have my flight details yet, but Minerva is supposed to 
be sending them to me later. I’m heading out to do a commercial shoot and a 
chemistry read for a new film, but I’ll hopefully be back after that.” 


“What’s the film?” Remus asked as he took a bite of eggs. 


“Well, I’m not really supposed to talk about it right now. Sort of a secret project.” 


“Oh,” Remus said, though Sirius could read the surprise on his face. “That’s fine. 
You don’t have to tell me.” 


“No, | will. You just can’t say anything.” He cleared his throat. “It’s, um, A/tering 
the Stars.” 


Remus looked up, recognition on his face. “Like the book?” 


Sirius nodded. “Luna, the writer, finally greenlit the adaptation when Trelawney 
signed on to direct it. | did a casting call for it a while back, and | honestly thought 
they were going to pick someone else for it. They called about a week ago for the 
chemistry read.” 


“| didn’t think you wanted to do a gay romance.” Remus looked away as he sipped 
his tea, but Sirius couldn’t detect any hesitation or unkindness in the way he 
asked. Of course there wasn’t. This was Remus, and he would never judge Sirius 
for this. 


“Well, | didn’t.” Sirius rubbed his hands along his trousers. “Especially because I’m 
gay, | didn’t want to get typecast into doing exclusively gay roles. However, | 
talked to Minerva about it, and we thought that I’ve probably got enough diversity 
in my film credits to avoid typecasting. Plus, | really wanted to do this movie.” 


“Well,” Remus sipped his tea and put it back down, “I hope you get it. | love that 
book, so it might be the first movie of yours that I’ve actually wanted to go see.” 


Sirius pinched a bit of egg and tossed it at him, which Remus dogged with a laugh. 
“Oi, such disrespect from my fake boyfriend.” Remus just laughed more. “What 
about you? You finished your book, right?” 


Remus nodded and sat back in his chair. “Il did, and | sent it off to several 
publishers. No response yet, but it could still happen.” 


“Is there anything | could do to help?” Sirius asked. 


“No, not really,” Remus said. “I’ve been considering the idea of self-publishing, but 
| don’t know that | really want to do that yet. | mean, you kind of have to have a 
big enough following to sell the book yourself, and | just don’t know that | have 
that reach.” 


Sirius looked at him with a raised eyebrow. “If only you knew someone with a 
wider reach to help market it.” 


Remus blushed. “Yes, well. I’d still like to look at traditional publishing before | 
move on.” 


“You still have options, then.” 
“Sure.” Remus sipped his tea again. “Plus, there’s always freelance work to do.” 


They continued talking for a while, casually working their way through the 
breakfast that Remus made and a pot of tea. When they refilled it and finished 
another pot, they began to move away from the kitchen. 


“Did you have any plans today?” Sirius asked. He’d meant the question to sound 
relaxed, but he could feel the hope seeping into his words. He’d be fine if he 
stayed here alone, but he felt a bit of a loss at the idea of Remus leaving him. 


Remus shrugged. “I need to do a few hours of work, but if you don’t mind me 
working at the coffee table, | don’t mind if you hang around. Maybe we can watch 
a movie?” 


Sirius smiled, relieved for the company. “Yeah. Yeah, that sounds great.” 


a Ge : & Re 
ad 
2s 2 Ses 


To his great surprise, Remus was growing used to the flash of the cameras on the 
red carpet. The first few times, he developed a deep headache from all the 
strobing lights that only seemed to let up the next day. Tonight, however, at the 
Of Eternity premiere, Remus felt at ease under flash flash flash like he hadn't 
expected. 


Currently, Sirius was talking to-or more aptly, being talked at-the guy from Movie 
Magic Mag -Arnie, or Ernie, Remus thought, though he wasn’t sure. He did know 
for sure that Sirius hated talking to him, though Remus wasn’t certain he could do 
anything about it. 


The tug on his sleeve was slight, but it drew his attention. He glanced over his 
shoulder to find Poppy, who did Sirius’s PR, beckoning him back a step. Remus 
leaned in, and she whispered in his ear. “Can you see if you can get him away? 
Ernie always throws a fit if | intervene, but Sirius needs to move on.” 


“Sure. You got it, Poppy.” 


Remus tucked himself back into Sirius’s side, sliding a hand up his back and 
tapping lightly. He felt Sirius tense slightly, expectant, and when Ernie took a 
breath, Remus took a chance. 


“I’m so sorry to interrupt, but can | steal my boyfriend away for a moment?” Remus 
smiled at him sweetly, ignoring the glare Ernie gave him. “I just need something to 


drink, and I’m sure he does too. Perhaps we’ll see you at the next one of these?” 


Sirius had a flash of confusion cross his face for a split second before he turned 
back to Ernie with a smile. “It was great to see you, Ernie. | hope everything goes 
well with the vacation.” 


Sirius let Remus direct him to the back of the red carpet, but not without dropping 
his lips to Remus’s ear. “Not that | don’t appreciate it, but what-” 


“Perfect, well done Remus.” Poppy handed them both bottles of water. “Cleanest 
break from Ernie that I’ve ever seen.” 


Sirius looked between them with wide eyes. “You asked him to do that?” 

“| did, and a right good thing. Ernie was never going to let you loose. We'll avoid 
him from now on.” Poppy straightened Sirius’s lapels while he drank the water. 
“Now, next you have to go speak with Rita, but fair warning. I’ve heard from the 
other publicists that she’s got some awful breath tonight.” 

Sirius groaned. “I hate that. Has no one offered her a breath mint?” 

Poppy shrugged. “Not successfully, | suppose. You ready for it?” 

Remus looks toward Rita, who catches his eye and crooks a long finger at him. 
Remus absently runs his hand down Sirius’s arm. “Actually, give me a head start. 
Pretend to discuss something serious.” 

“Everything | say is serious, Remus,” Sirius says, eyes narrowed playfully. 


“See, you're doing well already.” Remus winks at him as he walks away. 


Remus pats his pocket as he walks up to Rita and shakes her hand. “Lovely to see 
you, Rita.” 


“Remus, darling. Is Sirius still toting you about as though you’re dating?” Her tone 
is half jest, but Remus can tell she’s trying to dig for a story. 


“Lucky him that | keep him around, eh?” Remus made a show of looking up and 
down the carpet. “These things always make me thirsty, | don’t know what it is 


about that, but water never quite seems to be enough. Do you have that problem?” 


She nodded sagely. “The camera flashes. They dry out the air and leave it so 
Stale.” 


That’s absolute bullshit, and you know it. “Wow, that’s so clever, Rita. | had no 
idea. | was talking to Tom Cruise’s publicist, Maria, at the Mythic premier. Do you 
know Mari-what am | saying, of course you know Maria. You know everyone.” Rita 
preened under the compliment. 


“Well, Maria was telling me that Tom has the same problem, and she gives him tic 
tacs on the carpet to help combat it.” Remus slid the small box of breath mints 
out of her pocket. “She swears it works, and says Tom does it every time.” Remus 
shook two into his hand, and then popped them in his mouth. He offered the box 
toward her. “Want one?” 


Remus felt like the entire area went silent and leaned in as Rita looked down at his 
hand. He waited with bated breath as Rita’s eyes dragged slowly back up to his 
face. “Sure, I’ll take two, please.” 

Remus gave her a look that suggested you got me/ despite the fact that this 
worked exactly into his plan. “Ah, if you insist, I’d even give you three.” He turned 


out two into her upturned hand. 


Rita popped them in her mouth, then chewed them like a Heathen. Not that Remus 
was going to tell her that as he sucked on the two still lingering on his tongue. 


Rita made an appreciative noise. “This is such an interesting flavor. What is it?” 


Remus looked down at the box. “Grapefruit mint. | swear they make these in every 
flavor.” 


Rita nodded. “Yes, | once had one-” 


A warm, firm hand on his back signaled Sirius’s approach even before he 
interrupted Rita. “Il hope I’m not interrupting anything.” 


Rita’s face lit up as she turned to him. “Not at all, Sirius. | was just entertaining 
myself with your boyfriend before you got here.” 


Sirius raised a teasing eyebrow. “Should | be worried?” 


“Not at all, darling.” Remus raised the little box that was still in his hand and gave 
it a little shake. “We were just discussing tic tacs. Would you like one?” 


“Sure.” Sirius held out his hand, and Remus dropped one into his palm. He popped 
it into his mouth, then hummed happily. “I love the grapefruit mint flavored 
ones.” 


“| know. They’re your favorite.” Remus turned back to Rita, watching as Rita looked 
between them like she’d just found the headline for her next story. “I’m sorry, I'll 
stop distracting from your interview. I’m sure you had some questions for Sirius, 
right Rita?” 


“Of course.” She turned toward Sirius and thrust her mic at him. Behind his back, 
Sirius’s fingers wrapped around his waist and gave him a light squeeze, and to 
Remus, it felt like thank you. 


The red carpet felt particularly long that night, probably because Sirius was the 
headliner, and every single publication expected to speak with him, personally. It 
also might have been because they asked much deeper questions than he was 
normally prepared for. In reality, it was probably both. 


Remus, though, was with him step-for-step the entire time. More than that, 
though, he seemed to anticipate Sirius’s needs before he even had to voice them. 
It was a hand to his back when he started to lose focus on a question, ora 
squeeze to his hand when he was asked a question he found difficult to answer. 
He worked so seamlessly to accommodate Sirius that, despite the longer red 
carpet, Sirius didn’t feel nearly as worn out by the end of it as he usually did. It 
was... 


Well, it felt a bit like having a partner out there, more than a fake boyfriend. 
Sirius liked it, and that surprised him. 


They walked into the theater, finally exiting from the bright lights and the 
obligation to smile, and Sirius finally turned to Remus. “You’re different tonight.” 


Remus looked at him in surprise, then furrowed his brows. “I’m...sorry?” 


“Oh, no. Sorry.” Sirius shook his head and looked away from Remus’s eyes. “It’s 
not a bad thing. Just unexpected, | guess.” 


Remus shrugged, looking away a bit shyly. “I guess | realized that these things 
were pretty difficult for you, and that maybe | could help make things go a little 


easier.” 


“Oh.” Sirius had not been expecting that. “I didn’t want this to be work for you.” 


Remus snorted. “Because carrying breath mints and holding your hand is so much 
work.” 


Sirius laughed. “Well, | appreciate it. All of it. | know I’m asking a lot from you.” 
“It’s not a lot.” 


“It is. | just worry sometimes that it is too much.” Slrius’s breath caught on the last 
word, the truth of it weighing on him more than he expected. 


“It’s not too much, | promise.” Remus looked up at him with a smile, squeezing his 
hand. “Il would do anything for you.” 
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“Is this Remus Lupin?” 


Remus was hesitant when answering calls. The media had never actually gotten 
ahold of his phone number, but there was always a chance of a leak with how 
close he was reported to be to Sirius. An unknown voice calling from an unknown 
number put him on edge. “Who is this?” 


“I’m sorry, | should have introduced myself first. My name is Dorcas Meadows. | 
work for Phoenix Publishing. If you are Remus, | believe you submitted your 
manuscript to us?” 


Remus was so shocked that he forgot to respond. It was only when she said his 
name again that he realized he needed to respond. “Oh, yes. Sorry. Yes, this is 
Remus.” 


Dorcas laughed. “Well, |’m glad to hear that. I’d love to sit down with you and 
discuss your manuscript.” 


Remus’s heart soared. He could barely believe that he was finally getting this call. 
He pinched himself just to check that he wasn’t dreaming. “Yes. That would be 
fantastic.” 


“Perfect,” Dorcas said. “I have to ask, though. Are you the Remus who is dating 
Sirius Black?” 


All of the excitement and hope drained out of Remus as quickly as it built. “I’m 
sorry, | don’t think I’m going to be able to sit down with you. Have a nice 
whatever.” 


Remus pulled the phone away from his ear, and heard the “No, Remus wai-” just 


before he pressed the red button to end the call. He sighed and turned back to the 
laptop in front of him. Perhaps, with this next book, he’d use a pen name instead. 
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Chapter 15: To All the Boys I Loved Before (2018) 


The door opened just as Remus was ready to add the white wine to the arborio 
rice that was currently popping in the bottom of his pan. 


“Remus? Are you home?” Sirius called out from the entryway 
“In the kitchen!” he called over his shoulder. 


He slowly circled the wine into the pan, listening to the sizzle that drowned 
Sirius’s approaching footsteps. 


“Ah, such a domestic scene to return home to.” 


Remus jumped at his voice, which made Sirius laugh. “What are you making?” he 
asked. 


Remus gave his pan a stir. “Risotto.” 


“Your favorite. | should have guessed.” Sirius walked up and peered over his 
shoulder. “Will you have enough to share?” 


Remus ladled broth from the boiling pot on the back of the stove into the rice with 
a loud sizzle. “I’m so shocked you want some.” He turned to Sirius with a smile as 
he stirred the pan. “I’ve got plenty. Do you think you could put together a salad for 
us? It’s still in the fridge.” 


“Sure.” 


Sirius pulled the salad makings out and began chopping tomatoes and cucumbers. 
For a few minutes, there was nothing other than the sizzle of the stove and the 
clack of knife against cutting board. It was wonderfully domestic, not that he’d 
mention that to Sirius. 


Remus scooped some more broth into the pan and gave it a Stir. “I didn’t realize 
you were in town.” 


“Just stopping through, really. There’s been some talk of an Oscar nomination for 
Of Eternity , and | wanted to be here when they announced it.” Remus spun 
around, mouth open and ready to congratulate him, but Sirius held up his hands. 
“Not yet. There are a lot of good contenders, and | don’t know- It may not get 
anything. Which is fine, really.” 


“Alright.” Remus turned back to the stove. In his mind, he was already planning for 
the celebration once Sirius was nominated. 


Sirius dumped a cutting board full of greens into the salad spinner. “I’d stopped 
by to see James, and he had some interesting things to say.” 


Remus turned to look at him. “He did? What about?” 


Sirius spun the knife in a way that made Remus’s heart drop a little, then 
continued cutting. “You were called by a publisher.” 


“Oh.” Remus turned back to the stove, stirring. “That was nothing.” 

“So someone didn’t call you about your book?” 

Remus sighed. “No, they did.” 

“And did you meet with them?” 

“| did not.” Remus poured more broth into the pan. “I told her | wasn’t interested.” 


“Why?” Sirius leaned against the countertop next to him, salad abandoned, and 
crossed his arms. 


Remus spared him only a glance. “No reason.” 


Sirius didn’t relent. “Come on, Remus. | know you’ve been trying to sell the book. 
Why didn’t you meet with the publisher?” 


“Does it matter?” Remus continued stirring, watching the broth thicken around the 
rice. “I didn’t take the deal.” 


“If what James thought happened is true, then | think it does matter.” Sirius leaned 
a flat hand against the counter. “Tell me, Remus.” 


Remus poured the rest of the broth into his pan and continued stirring. “The only 
reason they contacted me is because they knew | was dating you.” 


“And?” 


Remus scoffed. “And, I’m not going to be just another person who only wants to 
be near you in order to use you for my own benefit.” 


The room was filled with silence other than the bubbling of the risotto in front of 
him and the gentle scrape of his spoon against the bottom of the pan. That silence 
was broken when Sirius started laughing. 


Remus turned to look at him as he braced himself against the counter, leaning 
back as the laughter overtook him. Remus couldn’t help but smile through his 
confusion. “What?” 


“You’re joking, right?” Sirius leaned down so that his elbow was propped against 
the counter, and he looked up at Remus through soft eyes. “Of all the people in 

the world, you are the one who has the most right to use my name for your own 
benefit.” 


Remus knit his eyebrows together and turned off the stove. He moved to the 
fridge to grab the parmesan cheese, cream, and butter. “Il wouldn’t do that.” 


“Why not?” Sirius asked. “I’m literally doing the same to you. No, really. You get to 
go to the premiers and galas with me, but let’s not pretend that you being my fake 
boyfriend isn’t one hundred percent for my own comfort.” 


Remus shrugged a shoulder as he grated the cheese on top. “I’m happy to do it. 
It’s no bother.” 


“| know you are. If | thought for a second that it bothered you, I’d call the whole 
thing off.” Sirius stood straight again and walked up behind Remus, laying his 
head against Remus’s shoulder as he stirred in the final risotto touches. “But 
there’s no denying that I’m using you. So if a publisher only wants to talk to you 
because you know me, then it’s more than fair that you at least hear them out.” 


“You really wouldn’t mind?” 

“Not in the least. In fact, | insist.” 

Remus toyed with the spoon, dragging it through the now thick and steaming 
risotto. “What if they only want to talk to me because of you? What if they’re not 
even interested in my book.” 

Sirius lifted his head and turned Remus to face him. In the small space, Remus 
could see nothing beyond the flecks of bright silver in Sirius’s charcoal grey eyes. 
“First off, that’s not even possible. You’re a fantastic writer and they love your 
book. But, even if that is true, then you'll know they’re not the right ones for you 
to work with, and you’ll hold out for the one that is better.” 


Remus leaned forward, pressing his forehead to Sirius’s shoulder. “You’re right.” 


“Of course | am.” Sirius’s arms came around him, and Remus let himself be held. 
“You'll call them back?” 


“| will. You promise you don’t mind?” 


“Not in the least. Now,” Sirius gave a small pat to each of his sides as he pulled 
back. “Let’s eat. This looks fantastic and I’m starving.” 
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The Oscars are a distinctly American award, which means they’re announced at a 
distinctly American time. Specifically, distinctly in the middle of the night for 
London. 


Sirius planned to stay up all night if it took it in order to watch the announcement. 
Well, it was less of planning to stay awake to get the announcement and more of 
certain that he wouldn’t be able to sleep one way or another. 


His plan had been to stay up playing xbox until the release happened. Maybe with 
Remus, if he wanted, though Sirius hadn’t asked. Sirius knew that the chance of 
getting a nomination was slim, so he didn’t bother really telling them about it. It 
didn’t seem worth bothering his friends for. 


It turns out that he didn’t have to. 


Sirius walked back to the couch with a fresh beer in his hand when the door 
opened. Remus had been out, so Sirius assumed that it was him returning. Which 
he was. Sirius just wasn’t expecting him to bring James and Lily with him. 


Sirius stopped, frozen with one socked foot in front of the other, mid-stride. 
“Hello?” 


James turned to Remus. “So much for sneaking in.” 


Remus’s shoulders dropped behind the box he was carrying. “Damn. | really 
thought we’d pull it off.” 


“Why are you trying to sneak in?” Sirius asked, still standing in the same spot. 
Lily was the first to move forward, bags of what looked like junk food swinging 


from her hands. “Because you didn’t think to invite us to your announcement 
party.” Lily paused beside him to push up on her toes and kiss his cheek. “So we 


came anyway.” Lily walked past him to the kitchen. “Come on, boys. Help me put 
this stuff away. 


James moved next, clapping Sirius on the shoulder before following Lily to the 
kitchen with the beer and liquor he carried. Sirius was left, still half frozen, looking 
at Remus. 


“Surprise?” Remus gave a half-shrug behind the box. 
Sirius laughed. “When did you plan this?” 


“Since the night you got here. The night | made risotto?” Remus moved forward, 
closing the distance between them. “You mentioned that you were back to watch 
the Oscar nominations, and | had no idea what you were talking about. | thought it 
was just something that | missed, so | called James. It turned out he didn’t know 
either, but after a bit of googling, we figured out what was going on.” 


“You googled Oscar nominations for me?” It was stupid, really. It meant nothing, a 
few keystrokes while doing something else. Maybe it was while shitting. Sirius was 
the google they did when they were bored and stuck on the toilet. Except, it didn’t 
feel like that to Sirius. It felt like everything. 


Remus rolled his eyes. “Of course, we did, because someone forgot to tell us 
about it. Don’t tell me you didn’t want us here, because | do know you well 
enough to know that you wanted us this.” 


Sirius took a drink from his beer, more to buy himself time to think of a response 
than anything. When he lowered the bottle again, Remus was still fixated on him. 
“| may not even get a nomination.” 


Remus shrugged. “Or maybe you will. Either way, we’re here for you.” 


Sirius didn’t even try to dim the smile that grew in response to that statement. 
Instead, he nudged the box in Remus’s hand. “What’s that?” 


Remus smiled down at the box. “You’ll find out later.” 


He sidestepped around Sirius with a waggle to his eyebrows, and followed James 
and Lily to the kitchen. 


Sirius had the best friends, and no amount of fame would make him trade them 
for anything. 


Remus watched Sirius grow more and more nervous as the night grew later. He 
was glad they’d decided to do this, surround Sirius with people and noise, because 
he was pretty sure that Sirius would have shaken into pieces if they hadn’t been 
there to hold him together. 


When the televised announcement of Oscar nominations began, Remus sat back in 
the corner of the couch and pulled Sirius back to his chest. As soon as his arms 
were around Sirius’s waist, Sirius was playing with his hands. It was a nervous 
gesture, Remus was sure, but he’d let Sirius hold his hands this way if it would 
help. 


“How do they do this?” James asked, sitting next to Sirius with an arm around Lily. 
“Do you go first?” 


Sirius laughed, but it was tight and nervous. “No, unfortunately. Best Actor is like 
second to last. Just before Best Picture.” 


“Naturally. They have to keep us on our toes.” Lily grabbed a handful of popcorn 
and popped it in her mouth. “What fun would it be if they got it over with first?” 


Sirius snorted. “I’d be fine if they got it over with first.” 


Remus leaned his head against Sirius’s shoulder. “Soon. It’ll be over one way or 
the other soon.” 


Remus felt Sirius relax against him a bit, and he gave him a tight squeeze around 
his middle. He also ignored the look that James and Lily exchanged. 


Oscar nominations took a surprisingly longer time than Remus had expected, 
considering most people didn’t even know they existed. There were several 
speeches about the history of the Academy and the winners of the first awards. It 
was probably interesting to someone. That person just wasn’t Remus, especially 
not with a twitchy Sirius in his arms. 


When the announcer finally got to the Best Actor category, Sirius sat up straight. 
Remus was fairly certain he held his breath too. 


The moment seemed to hang in the air, the tiny space between “The nominations 
for Best Actor are...” and the first name growing to the point that it encompassed 
the whole room. They were drowning in that moment, out at sea without a life raft, 
and Remus held on to Sirius tighter, hoping to keep them both moored. 


Then the names came. Name after unfamiliar name, with moves that Remus had 
never bothered watching because they didn’t have Sirius in them. One, two, three, 
four names that all were not Sirius Black, Of Eternity. 


One last name, one last chance for Sirius to get a nomination, and as much as the 
earlier moment held on too long, this moment was too fleeting. It was the last 
moment of possibility, with all of the potential built up in the last breath of it, but 
it ended too soon in an unknown name. 


Sirius slumped against him, as though all the air was stolen out of him with the 
nomination he didn’t get. Remus just held him, pressed his mouth against Sirius’s 
shoulder, and waited for him to speak. 

“Well.” Sirius cleared his throat. “Il suppose that’s that.” 

“Sirius-” 

“No, James. I’m fine.” Sirius looked at James and laughed. “Really! I’m fine. It was a 
slim chance anyway, and there were a lot of good movies. All of those were really 


wonderful movies, and the nominations are well deserved.” 


James looked unconvinced. Frankly, Remus was unconvinced too, but the fact that 
Sirius was gripping his hand with white knuckles had a lot to do with that. Sirius 
was, after all, a fantastic actor-nominations be damned-and it would be easy 
enough to believe him. 


Lily looked at him softly. “Well, I’m disappointed for you. Those movies were fine, 
but you deserved it.” 


“You did,” James said. “All the rest of them suck.” 
Sirius laughed. “They did not, James. Though | appreciate your defense.” 


Remus lifted his head away from Sirius’s shoulder. “You were my favorite of all of 
those.” 


Sirius looked back at him with a fake smile. “How many of those have you seen?” 
Remus smiled, knowing he was caught. “I saw yours.” 


Sirius chuckled, a small huff of breath marked his amusement. “I know you did. | 
was there when you Saw it.” 


“And | decided | didn’t need to see anymore. It was the best movie, ever.” Remus 
knew he sounded ridiculous, but Sirius actually laughed, and that was all Remus 
wanted. 


“So does that mean you’re never going to see any other movies? Not even mine?” 
Sirius’s voice was teasing, but there was a note underlying it as well. Something 


Remus almost recognized, and he suspected he knew why. 

“That depends, did you get it?” 

Sirius smiled then, bright and excited. “I might have.” 

Remus shoved his shoulder. “Sirius! That’s fantastic! You didn’t say.” 
“| only just found out. Filming starts in a few weeks.” 


Remus pulled him back into a hug, arms wrapped around Sirius’s neck. “That’s 
fantastic. |’m so happy for you.” 


The silence that fell over them was interrupted abruptly when James cleared his 
throat. “Is there something the two of you want to share with the rest of us?” 


Sirius pulled back but glanced up at Remus. Remus shrugged. “It’s your news.” 


Sirius turned to look at James and Lily, but he held Remus’s hand. “I’m finally 
going to be in a movie that Remus is interested in seeing.” 


Remus groaned and threw his head back while Sirius laughed. Remus dug his toes 
into Sirius’s side and pushed until he slid off the couch, still laughing. “That’s not 


what | said, you arse.” 


Sirius turned back to him, leaning on the edge of the couch. “Doesn’t mean it’s 
not true.” 


Remus rolled his eyes. “Well, stop making shit movies.” 
Sirius stopped, one hand on his chest. His face fell, and Remus felt all the humor 
slip out of him. “Oh, oh shit. Sirius, that’s not what I- | didn’t mean that. | 


shouldn’t have said that. Not tonight. That’s not why you didn’t...get-” 


He trailed off when Sirius started laughing again, this time so hard that he landed 
on his back on the floor. “Oh, God. Your face. You should have seen your face.” 


Remus shook his head, still half convinced that Sirius was just covering up again. 
“| hate you so much.” 


Sirius pushed himself up on his elbows. “You kind of had that coming, though.” 


“| did not.” He put his foot out and put his foot on Sirus’s chest, giving him a small 
push. He climbed over the back of the couch and walked to the kitchen. 


“Hey, where are you going?” Sirius called after him. 


“l’m going to tell the paparazzi that I’ve fake broken up with you,” Remus called 
over his shoulder, and Sirius just laughed again. 


He stopped at the kitchen counter, considering his options. He thought of the 
bottle in the back of the cabinet—the one he’d bought, that cost him more than 
his last apartment was worth, the one that felt like a special occasion. It didn’t feel 
appropriate to drink it now, so he saved it. Surely, there would be another excuse 
to celebrate. Sirius was golden-his time would come. 


Remus grabbed the box he’d come in with while he heard Sirius tell James and Lily 
about the new role. He opened the white lid, peering in at the cake in front of him. 
It was Sirius’s favorite-and in bright red and gold letters, it read Congratulations 
on your Oscar nomination! 


Which was no longer appropriate, considering the lack of nomination. However, 


maybe hope wasn’t lost. Remus considered for a moment before grabbing a 
spoon. 


Remus came back out of the kitchen holding the white box and wearing a pleased 
smile. Sirius still had no idea what was in the box, but Remus carried it with such 
excitement that Sirius couldn’t help but be excited too. 


“What’s in the box?” 


Remus set it down in front of him, with a little tap on the top of the box before he 
pushed it toward Sirius. “Open it and find out.” 


Sirius grabbed the box by the corners and pulled it toward him. He kept eye 
contact with Remus as he lifted the lid. 


When he finally looked down inside the box, it took him a moment to realize what 
he was seeing. Then, he laughed. “What is this?” 


Remus blushed slightly. “Well, it was a congratulations cake.” 
“Il can see that. What happened to it?” 


Remus hedged. “Well, it was supposed to say Congratulations on your Oscar 
Nomination!” 


Sirius looked at him with a raised brow. “And now?” 


“Well, the girl at the bakery told me how | could smooth out the letters, and then | 
had candy letters that would go on top and spell out Fuck Them, you should have 


y 


WO?) 


It wasn’t lost on Sirius how incredibly sweet that gesture was. Not that it explained 
the cake in front of him. “Uh-huh, and then what?” 


Remus sighed. “Well, you told us about getting the role, and | thought that maybe 
we could celebrate that instead. But | didn’t exactly have the letters for it.” 


“So you made them?” Sirius looked back down at the cake, which still said 
Congratulations on followed by a smear of icing that presumably at one point in 
time said your Oscar Nomination. Over the top of that, candy letters and— 
apparently where he didn’t have enough letters for it—pieces of candy letters, 
spelled out on /anding the role! 


If Sirius was honest, the attempted salvage of the cake was far better than the 
original one would have ever been. There was something about it, and the effort 
that Remus put into it, that made Sirius’s chest tighten. 


Remus scoffed. “Alright, maybe it was a shit idea, but the cake should still taste 
good. It’s apple spice with a cream cheese frosting, which is—“ 


“My favorite, yeah.” Sirius’s voice had gone soft, though he couldn’t really explain 
why. 


Lily peaked over Sirius’s shoulder and laughed. “Oh, Remus. You’re officially fired 
from cake decorating duty.” 


“It’s the effort that counts!” Remus sat back and crossed his arms over his chest 
and pouted, and Sirius felt a sudden flash of an urge to kiss the pout away. 


Which was ridiculous. He didn’t kiss Remus. They don’t k/ss. Sure, there was that 
one time in third year, but they’d been young, it was on a dare, and it wasn’t even 


that good, so why would he want to kiss Remus now. 


In his moment of panic, Sirius missed whatever James said about the cake, but he 
could guess it was bad based on the way Remus groaned and Lily laughed. 


Sirius flipped the lid over on the cake, covering it again. “Oi, you two be nice about 
my cake or | won’t share it with you.” 


“You’re going to eat that whole cake yourself?” Lily asked incredulously. 


“No, I'll share with Remus.” Sirius crossed his arms and dared her to challenge him 
again. 


In the end, they ended up grabbing four forks and sharing the cake straight out of 
the box. The whole evening eased the sting of not getting the nomination, and 
Sirius was flooded with warmth for his friends. 


Sirius settled back against Remus again, who seemed to hold him with an extra 
tightness that Sirius thought spoke to the fact that he knew Sirius wasn’t alright 
just now. He would be, and this helped, but the low burn of disappointment still 
lingered. 

The sun was just popping out over the horizon when they finally called it a night. 
Sirius looked toward James and Lily from his spot in Remus’s arms. “Are you two 
going to stay in the guest room?” 


James’s eyebrows furrowed. “You mean Remus’s room?” 


“No, the guest room,” Sirius repeated himself as though it was obvious. Honestly, 
he wasn’t sure why it wasn’t clear. 


“Isn’t this a two-bedroom flat?” Lily asked. “How do you have a guest room?” 


Remus cleared his throat, and Sirius felt the vibration of it through his back. “| 
sleep in Sirius’s room.” 


Both James and Lily’s eyes went wide, but neither of them commented on it. “Well, 
in that case,” Lily said, turning to James. “How about we stay? | don’t really want to 


take a cab across the city right now.” 


“That’s fine by me.” James stood and pulled Lily up with him. “Let’s stay in the 
guest room.” 


Sirius pulled himself away from Remus. “I'll grab you some towels.” 

Remus stretched out on the couch. “I’m going to bed. Goodnight!” 

Sirius waved at him and walked to the linen closet. He picked a couple of towels, 
flannels, and spare toothbrushes and turned around, only to find James blocking 
the doorway. 


Sirius jumped. “Fuck, James. Make some noise next time, or something.” 


James raised an eyebrow. “I can’t believe you wouldn’t tell me.” 


Sirius shrugged. “I didn’t want to bother anyone with the nominations 
announcement if—“ 


“’m not talking about that, although | could be.” James crossed his arms. “Why 
didn’t you tell me you were shagging Remus?” 


“We’re not.” 
James snorted. “Sure, he just sleeps in your bed.” 


“He does, actually.” James started to interrupt again. “No, really, James. I’m almost 
never here, and he wanted to set up the spare bedroom as an office kind of thing 
to write in. He didn’t want to associate that space with sleep, so | said he could 
sleep in my bed.” 


“Sure, when you’re gone,” James began. 


“It’s not like we haven’t slept in the same bed before, James.” Sirius shrugged. “It’s 
not a big deal.” 


“And you don’t think your feelings are going to get in the way?” James asked. 


It was Sirius’s turn to be confused now. “I don’t have feelings for Remus, and he 
doesn’t have feelings for me.” 


“You don’t—“ James shook his head, like trying to clear it. “You’re telling me that 
the two of you have been living together, sleeping in the same bed, and 
pretending to be in a relationship in public, but you don’t have anything but 
platonic feelings for each other?” 


Sirius suddenly had a flash to wanting to kiss Remus earlier, to a cake with half 
scrapped off icing and broken letters. He shook his head firmly. “No, we definitely 
do not.” 


James’s lips took on a pinched expression, the one that Sirius associated with 
James’s disapproval. “Alright. | don’t have the energy to discuss this at the crack 
of dawn, so I'll take your word for it.” 


“You should.” Sirius shoved the stack of towels and things at him. “Take these to 
your wife. I’ll see you tomorrow.” 


When Sirius slid in bed a bit later, Remus was already. Sirius climbed in slowly, 
hoping not to disturb him. It gave Sirius the chance to look at him in the low light 
of dawn. His face was so soft and calm. Sirius could see the sprinkling of freckles 
from this close, dimmed by the winter months, but come June, they would be dark 


like cinnamon sprinkles across his nose and cheeks. His coppery eyelashes fell flat 
across his cheeks, and they fluttered slightly as he opened his eyes again. 


“Sorry, | didn’t mean to wake you,” Sirius said. 


“You didn’t. | was waiting up.” Remus stretched his hand across the space between 
them. “I’m sorry you didn’t get the nomination.” 


Sirius sighed. Here, hidden in the darkness where it was just the two of them, 
Sirius felt like he could say, “Me too, honestly.” He took Remus’s hand. 


“I’m sure you'll get another chance.” 


“| might not.” Sirius slid his fingers into Remus’s. “What if this was the only one 
that would be good enough?” 


“| don’t believe that for a second, Sirius. I’ve seen you act.” 
Sirius sighed. “I hope so.” 


“| know so.” Remus snuggled into his pillow, not releasing Sirius’s hand. “Now 
sleep. We’ve been awake far too long.” 


Sirius watched Remus’s breathing even out again, and then fell asleep with their 
hands still pressed together. 
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“Remus, I’m so glad you rescheduled.” 


Remus slid into the booth on the other side of the table as Dorcas took her seat 
again. “Thanks. Me too, | think.” 


Dorcas held her hands up, a placating gesture. “I know we didn’t really get off on 
the right foot last time, but I’m really glad you’re willing to hear me out. | really 


loved your book, and | would love the chance to publish it.” 


“Really?” Remus asked. “You read it?” 


“| did. | was enthralled the whole time.” Dorcas spoke with her hands, so animated 
that Remus had no trouble believing that she genuinely enjoyed his book. “The 
way you describe Callum falling in love with Ellis without even realizing it, and the 
way they relate to each other, even when things are difficult or they make stupid 
decisions. It’s wonderful, and | don’t think there’s another queer romance on the 
market like it.” 


Remus couldn’t help but smile, even as he wrung his hand in his lap. “Thank you. | 
feel like | put a lot of myself into the novel as | developed Callum and Ellis and 
their relationship.” 


“It really shows. | think that’s part of what makes it so easy to love the two of them 
and their love story. It’s what will make the book sell well.” Dorcas sat back. 
Laying her arm across the back of her seat. “This is where | flubbed our first call, 
but | think the way you’ve written Ellis to be modeled after Sirius adds sucha 
unique facet of the story that | think readers will really eat up.” 


Remus stopped breathing. “I’m sorry, what?” 


“The way that Ellis is modeled after Sirius.” Dorcas’s smile froze on her face. “Is 
that not true?” 


Remus shook his head slowly. “Ellis is not modeled after Sirius. Ellis is just a 
character that came out of my head.” 


Dorcas’s eyebrows went up high and she blinked hard. “He’s not?” She shook her 
head, as though she was trying to clear her thoughts. “Il apologize for that, then. 
The way you describe him definitely pulls up a mental picture of Sirius. My 
associate and | read the book before we realized who you were, and we both got 
that impression. We originally thought that you were setting it up to be made into 
a movie with Sirius as the star, but when we realized it was you, we fell a bit 
deeper for what we thought was your love story.” 


Remus was certain that Dorcas could hear his heart beating out of his chest from 
where he sat. They thought his book was about Sirius? They thought he wrote it as 
a love letter to Sirius? It wasn’t. It absolutely wasn’t. It... 


“| didn’t write it for or about Sirius.” Remus picked up the tea that was cooling in 
front of him and took a sip. “I never intended for Ellis to be modeled after him.” 


“Oh.” Dorcas gestured with an upturned hand, arm still draped across the back of 
the chair. “You could still adopt that interpretation. Lean into it, build it up.” 
Remus was already shaking his head, prepared to interrupt when Dorcas silenced 


him with a raised finger. “Or, not. We could dial back the similarities. Soften Ellis 
so that the association is easily missed. Whichever you would prefer.” 


Remus nodded, though he wasn’t completely sure about the decision. 


“That’s fantastic. We can suggest some ways to change the language to reflect 
that.” Dorcas clapped her hands together and leaned forward. “Shall we discuss 
what we see for the book and roll out?” 


Remus mostly followed the rest of the conversation over the long lunch, though 
his mind was definitely split following Dorcas’s revelation. In the end, he promised 
to review the contract she would send over by the end of the day, and once he 
signed, they would move forward with editing his book and preparing it for 
publication. 


Remus sat on the underground on his way home slightly dazed from the entire 
discussion. He slipped his phone out of his pocket, and a notification sat at the 
top of his screen. A text message from Sirius. 


Sirius 


Good luck with your meeting with 
the publisher! You are 
OUTSTANDING and you DESERVE 
THIS. | can’t wait to hear about it. 
Make sure to let me know when the 
release party is so | can come. 
That’s a thing right? A release party? 


Remus smiled down at his phone, but his heart was beating out of his chest again. 
He didn’t write his book for Sirius. He didnt. 


Did he? 


He pulled up the draft of his book on his phone, scrolling down until he found the 
first place that Callum saw Ellis, catching sight of him across a crowded train 


station. Chiseled jaw, grey eyes, dark hair, and a smile that could light the whole 
world. 


Remus flipped further until he found Callum and Ellis’s first kiss. Ca//lum traced 
the cupid’s bow of Ellis’s lips with his finger. He’d long thought of what they’d 
taste like a moment before Ellis leaned in to press their lips together. 


He flipped again to the first night that Callum and Ellis spent together. Ca//um 
dips his tongue to taste the sweat that had gathered on Ellis’s neck the way he’d 
dreamed of doing for years. 


Remus had never before pictured Ellis as Sirius when he thought of him, when 
he’d written Ellis and Callum together. Yet, as Remus reread these scenes, it was 
Sirius that he pictured in Ellis’s place, and it was Remus who saw, who touched, 
who licked him. 


How had he written a whole romance book without realizing he was writing about 
Sirius? How long had Remus been in lo- 


“No.” 


He hadn’t meant to speak out loud, but the words slipped out. He looked around 

the mostly empty car. The only person who showed any signs of hearing him was 
a woman a few Seats down who was pointedly looking down at her phone, though 
her eyes kept darting back to Remus. 


Remus did not have feelings for Sirius. He definitely was not /n /ove with him. He 
wasn't. It wasn’t possible. They’d been friends since they were eleven, and sure, 
they were pretending to date, but that wasn’t real. Remus would know if he had 

real feelings for Sirius. He wouldn’t just fall for Sirius and not realize it. 


Right? 


Remus’s phone was in his hand before he even reached the street level again, 
dialing the number of the only person who might have an idea. 


“Hey, any chance you’re free to grab a drink? We need to talk.” 


Chapter 16: News Cycle 


Miss Josephine 
| @jojothehoho 


Sirius Black was robbed. Who even are these guys. Lars 
Peters? Did anyone even watch that movie? 


The Academy @theacademy 


Presenting your nominees for Best Actor for the 99th 
Academy Awards! #Oscars99 


OSCARS.99 


NOMINATONS ANNOUNCEMENT 


Best Actor Nominations 


Lars Peters | Shadow 
Oscar Isaacs | The Darkest Day of My Life 
Daniel Radcliff | Tropical Purple Party 
Tom Holland | Shades of Cool 
Benji Fenwick | The Saddest Song 
Chris Michaelson | Give Us Hope 


89 1.2K 10:52 AM - January 18, 2027 


567 people are talking about this 


Future Mrs. Black 
“ay @myhubbySirius 


replying to @theacademy 

THIS IS THE WORST THING TO EVER HAPPEN. SIRIUS DESERVES 
BETTER! 
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Sirius Black 


Sirius Orion Black (born November 3, 2000) is a British 
actor. His accolades include a British Academy Film Award 
and a Saturn Award. Some publications have called him 
one of the most popular actors of his generation. Black's 
career began at age 18 when he was cast in the television 
show Soldiers of Fortune, but his first big break was in 
Admirers & Darlings. Black is most well known for his work 
in Of Eternity. 


Sirius Black 


Y Early Life 


Career 


Sirius Black from the 


on Personal Life 2023 Omniocular 


magazine cover. 


Boyfriend Remus Lupin 


Black introduced his long-term 


boyfriend Remus Lupin at the Admirers 
& Darlings premiere in 2023, instantly 


People magazine 
winning over fans with their sweet — Sexiest Man Alive cover, 


dynamic. Despite some questions 2025 


throughout the years over whether 
Black and Lupin were actually dating, 
Lupin has consistently attended public 
events at Black's side 


Following a series of pictures that were 
released of Black kissing Sunny 
Briscole, many suspected that the pair 
would breakup in the wake of cheating 
rumors. However, Lupin moved _ into 
Black's flat following the incident, and 
they continue to be seen together with 
seemingly no issues between them. 
Fans are split over whether the believe 
the Briscole story or whether they think 
she was just an opportunistic fan. 
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2026 Oscars Snub 


Black was rumored to be on the short 
list for an Oscar in 2027 for his work in 
Of Eternity, Black was 
apparently snubbed for the award as 
no nomination came. Black has been 
quite in response to this matter. 


however, 
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4p © r/siriusblack - Posted by u/pigeonlemonadecake 6 hours ago. 
1.2k Oscar nomination? 


db Sirius Black 


Rumor has it that Sirius was shortlisted for the Oscar nomination for 
Of Eternity. Obviously, well deserved. Anyone else planning on 
watching the nomination announcements tonight to see Sirius get a 
best actor nomination? Because if my boy doesn't get one, | will 
REVOLT 
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Report 
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SORT BY RELEVANCE 


C 12angrymen MOD 13 points - 6 hours ago Stickied Comment 


We've pinned this thread to the page for now. All Oscars discussion 
should stick to this post! 
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¢ teapersimmonpancakes 394 points - 5 hours ago 


Lol like we don't all know he's going to get the nomination. 
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5 more replies 
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} plumfencing 938 points - 2 hours ago 
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Absolutely unbelievable. Sirius was fucking robbed. 
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¢ pigeonlemonadecake OP 78 points - 2 hours ago 


For real. He was better than all of those other nominees. He 
should have won above all of them. 


4} Vote Sv, C) Reply Share Report Save 


¢ virgosnake 34 points - 2 hours ago 


All of the others? | mean, don't get me wrong, | adore Sirius. 
But there was some stiff competition this year. All of the films 
were excellent, and all of those nominations deserve to be 
there too. | just think there was too much competition this 
year. 
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¢ webliquorbee 203 points - 1 hours ago 


UGH | know you're probably right, but | really hate it. He'll 
get one next year, right? 
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g moderntimesprisoners 203 points - 1 hours ago 


I'm so disappointed | just want to cry. How awful must Sirius be feeling? 
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¢ yogaSnailpie 378 points - 1 hours ago 


Here's to hoping his boyfriend is good at comforting him, eh? 
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¢ sandwichow! 589 points - 47 minutes ago 


If he's not, I'm available. 
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The Quibbler 
@thequibbler 


We got a sneak peak on the A/tering the Stars set today, and 
#siriusblack and #kingsleyshacklebolt are making literal 
magic together. Head to thequibbler.com to check out more, 
and stay tuned for a release date later this year! 
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836K people are talking about this 
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| might be a bit obsessed with #wolfstar. Check out the sims | 
made of Sirius and his boyfriend #theyareinlove #kisskisskiss 
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Phoenix Publishing has just released a list of new 
books they're releasing in the next year. | spy one called One- 
Week Gentleman by Remus Lupin. What are the chances that 
there is more than one Remus Lupin, or is Mr. Black's Beau 
writing a book? 
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Chapter 17: Failure to Launch (2006) 
Remus slid onto the barstool at the pub and grabbed the drink that was already 
waiting for him. He took a sip and set it down. “Thanks for coming.” 


James leaned against the bartop, hands wrapped around his own beer. “Sure. 
You’ve got me very intrigued with your cryptic message. What’s up?” 


Remus took another drink, mostly to steady his nerves. “So, | met with the 
publisher today. They’re going to publish my book.” 


“Remus, that’s great! | didn’t realize this was a celebration! We need champagne. 
Or shots. Something like that.” James looked down the bar, trying to signal the 
bartender. 


Remus grabbed his arm. “It’s not. That’s not why | called you.” 
James let his arm flop to the table. “It’s not? Are we not excited about this news?” 


“No, we are. | am.” Remus scrubbed a hand over his face. “It’s just, the publisher- 
Dorcas-said something while | was talking to her, and it got me thinking some 
things, and it’s got me confused about, well things.” 


“Alright, I’m good with problem-solving things. Hit me with it.” James held his 
arms wide in a come-and-get-me gesture. 


“Okay. Okay.” Remus took another drink quickly. “I might have feelings for Sirius.” 


“Uh-huh, sure. And?” James sipped his drink again and looked at Remus 
expectantly. 


“And? What do you mean, and?” Remus scoffed. “I don’t have feelings for Sirius.” 


James set his glass down and turned toward Remus with one raised eyebrow. “You 
just said you do.” 


“Well, | don’t know! | didn’t think | did.” 


James sighed and turned all the way on his stool toward Remus with the air of 
someone who was getting down to the matter at hand. “Maybe we should start at 
the beginning. What did Dorcas say?” 


"Dorcas said that they thought my book was about Sirius," Remus said. "She and 
her assistant thought that the love interest, Ellis, was modeled after Sirius, even 
before they even realized | was the one who wrote it. When they saw it was me, 

they thought that | wrote it for him, like it was our love story.” 


“Is it?” James asked. 


“No! We don’t have a love story.” Remus could feel his voice rising in panic, but he 
couldn't have predicted it. 


James held out his hands in a placating gesture. "Alright, let's back up a step. Did 
you write it with Sirius in mind?" 


"| didn't think so? | mean, | didn't intentionally. Do you think | did?" Remus asked 
desperately. 


James shrugged. "I don't know, Rem. You've never let me read any of it. | couldn't 


Say. 


Remus grabbed his phone and opened the document again. He scrolled through 
until he found a particular scene, then tossed it-quite literally-at James. Luckily, 
James was quick with the catch and saved his phone. 


The scene was where Callum and Ellis were making dinner after the first time they 
had sex. It was a silly scene, really. They were just happy and laughing. Becoming 
more comfortable with each other. It was just before a dramatic plot twist, so it 
was really just meant to show that- 


James laughed. “Oh, this is definitely Sirius. I’m pretty sure he said this thing 
about your tea drinking about a week ago. Did you realize that when you put it 
in?” 


Remus sighed. “I wrote that months ago.” 
James made a low hum in his voice as he handed Remus back his phone. “It’s 


definitely Sirius.” James leaned against his hand with his elbow propped up on the 
bar top. “Is Callum you?” 


“Not really.” Remus’s denial was immediate, but then he reconsidered. “I mean, 
he’s not a self-insert character. | guess he’s probably the one | most relate to, but 
he’s not me. Not really.” James looked at him in disbelief. Remus dropped his head 
to his arms on the table. “What does that mean?” 


“It probably means nothing.” Remus looked up to see James make a casual shrug 
as he sipped his beer again. “I mean, just because you wrote a character that’s 
kind of like him doesn’t mean you wrote Sirius into your book.” 


“No?” 


“Nah,” James said with a dismissive wave of his hand. “He’s hot. I’m sure there are 
lots of people who have fantasies about him without being in love with him.” 


Remus almost spit out the beer he had just sipped. “Woah, fantasies? Who is 
talking about fantasies?” 


James shrugged. “I’m just saying that there are probably lots of people who act 
like that. It’s not like Sirius is particularly original.” 


“That’s not even true, and you know it.” Remus picked up his glass and took a 
deep drink. “There’s no one that’s really like Sirius.” 


James shrugged. “I don’t know, | mean, there are a few similarities, but the way 
you write Ellis is way hotter than Sirius is. Sirius has got that weird bump on his 
nose from where he broke it in third year.” 


“I’m sorry, are you trying to say that Sirius is not hot?” Remus scoffed and took 
another drink. “Have you seen him? He’s practically carved from marble. He’s the 
most gorgeous man l’ve ever seen. And his eyes are just piercingly beautiful.” 


James shrugged again. “I don’t know. | guess | don’t see it. He’s also kind of an 
arsehole. When did he ever do anything for someone that wasn’t him?” 


“That’s not true either!” Remus snorted and took another drink. “It’s like you’re 
trying to intentionally misrepresent him. He is the kindest, most generous person 
l’ve ever met. Do you know that when we see fans of his in public, he never, ever 
turns them down for a handshake or a photograph? Every single time, he’ll talk to 
them like he hasn’t been stopped a dozen times already, regardless of how over it 
he is.” 


James gestured with his mostly full glass. “Well, sure, but that’s just part of the 
job. It’s not like he does anything for you, and you’re basically turning your life 
upside-down to fake date him.” 


Remus slammed his almost empty glass down. “That’s nothing. | go to a couple of 
fancy parties with Hottie with a Body Sirius Black on my arm. That’s just fun.” 
Remus takes another drink. “He’s letting me live in his home. He let me use his 
name to get this publisher to talk to me. He barely lets me pay for anything. And, 
and! | bet you don’t even know that when my mum was sick, Sirius arranged for 
me to get to her house before | even had a chance to think about it. He just made 
it all happen, and all | had to do was go care for my mum.” 


“Wow, that sounds pretty special,” James said quietly. 


“It is! It is special, because he is special.” Remus drained the last of his glass. “He 
is special. Sirius is absolutely the best person | know, and | would do anything for 
him. He deserves it. | would move mountains for him, if | could. He should have 
gotten the nomination for best actor not just because he is the best out of all of 
those arseholes in Hollywood, but also because he does the most work and puts in 
the most effort into everything he does. So don’t you try to sit there and tell me 
that Sirius isn’t worth it. He is worth it. He’s worth all of it. That’s the man | know. 
That’s the man I-” 


The word caught in his throat as his brain caught up through the light fuzz of 
drinking too much beer too fast. That word-that word caught inside of him, but 
even if he didn’t say it, it couldn’t change the fact that it was there, and it was 
true. Remus’s head hit his arms on the bartop again with a groan. 


James motioned for the bartender. “Can we get two more pints? Thanks, mate.” 


Remus didn’t lift his head, but felt James’s hand on his shoulder. “Do you want to 
talk about it now?” 


Remus turned his head so that he was looking up at James, head still resting on 
his arms. “I’m in love with Sirius.” 


“It’s about time you figured that out.” James sipped from his glass again. “I 
honestly wondered if we would ever get there.” 


“You didn’t actually mean those things about him, did you?” Remus asked. 


“Nope. He genuinely is a great guy.” James smiled at him. “He would be easier to 
hate if he did suck.” 


“So what do | do now?” 


James shrugged. “You talk to him, Remus.” 


“I can’t.” Remus shook his head, spinning his now empty glass on the bar top. “I 
can’t. What would that even sound like? ‘Oh, Sirius, by the way, | think I’m in love 
with you and | know we’ve never kissed but-’” 


“Yeah, what’s up with the kiss thing?” James asked, thanking the bartender for the 
new glasses with a wave of his fingers. “He said something about the kiss rule, but 
| didn’t honestly follow that.” 


Remus scratched the hair at the back of his head nervously. “God, it’s this stupid 
thing. At the first premiere, | said | didn’t want to kiss him on camera. Which 
somehow got turned into that | don’t ever want to kiss him. | don’t even know. | 
didn’t mean it like that, just that | didn’t want the first time | kissed him to be in 
front of a thousand cameras.” 


James laughed. “The first time? You mean that even back then, you were thinking 
of it as the “rst time? And you doubted that you had feelings for him?” 


“You might be surprised to learn that this entire thing is less than helpful, thanks.” 
Remus covered his face with his hands. “I can’t just tell him.” 


“You could just kiss him.” 
Remus glared at him. “The No Kiss Rule, James. | can’t just kiss him.” 


“God, this relationship sucks. No kissing, no talking. | guess all there is left to do 
is shag him until he gets it.” James gave a small shrug. 


Remus punched his arm. “This is not helpful!” 


James sighed. “Rem, you have to talk to him. You have to tell him that you have 
feelings for him, and see if maybe he does too.” 


“| feel like the fact that you don’t know if he has feelings for me means he doesn’t. 
You’re his best friend. You would know.” Remus buried his head again. 


“First, | never said one way or the other if he had feelings for you.” James held up a 
finger to cut him off when Remus raised his head. “Nor am | going to tell you.” 


“Shit friend you are.” 
James rolled his eyes. “Second, I’m not his best friend.” 


“Well, | don’t know Kings/ey enough to ask him-” 


“Kingsley-Kingsley Shacklebolt?” James laughed. “That’s not his best friend either. 
I’m not even really sure if he likes Kingsley.” James shoved his arm. “It’s you, idiot. 
You’re his best friend. You’ve been living with him, and pining after him-” 


“Hey!” 


“-and you’re the one who knows him best at this point, not me. So ask yourself: 
do you think he likes you?” 


There was a flicker inside of him that wanted to say yes. That yes, though, was 
surrounded by an ocean of questions, and Remus didn’t have the kind of boat that 
it took to cross that. “Il don’t know, James. How am | supposed to know?” 


James looked at him with pursed lips for a moment before turning back to his 
beer. “If you don’t know, Remus, then you have to ask him. There’s no other way 
to know.” 


“You’re right.” Remus raised his head and took a small sip from his glass. 
“| know you don’t want-” James stopped and turned to him. “Wait, what?” 


“You’re right. | have to talk to him.” Remus set his glass down gingerly. “It’s the 
only way to really know.” 


“Remus, I’m-” James blew out a long breath. “I'll be honest. | thought it was going 
to be way more of a fight to get you to agree.” 


Remus shrugged. “I guess I’ve grown, as a person.” 


“Yeah, a person who has a book deal. Which, by the way, we still need to 
celebrate.” James waved down the bartender again. “Can we get a bottle of 
champagne? Thanks.” He turned back to Remus. “I think talking to him is a really 
good idea. Or, if you don’t want to tell him, just let him read your book.” 


“Nope, absolutely not.” Remus drank from his cup again. “Not if | don’t know what 
he'll say.” 


“Then you better figure it out before the book is published.” James looked at him 
with a small smirk. “Il guarantee he buys at least a copy, if not a whole shipment of 
them.” 
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Remus didn’t get a chance to tell Sirius. He could have, theoretically, told him over 
the phone, or over text, or even by Facetime. It just didn’t feel like the kind of 
thing that Remus could tell him without seeing him face to face. 


However, Sirius flew out the day before Remus met with Dorcas for the East Asian 
publicity tour for Of Eternity, which had him making stops in Hong, Vietnam, 
Singapore, and Japan, over the course of two weeks. Even if Remus wanted to do it 
during a phone call, he wasn’t sure that he could get Sirius on the phone long 
enough to do it between plane rides, publicity events, and premieres. They’d 
exchanged a few texts, but that was it. 


Sirius flew back to London on a Thursday afternoon, which might have been the 
chance to tell him, but on that same Thursday morning, Remus’s publisher flew 
him and Dorcas to New York to meet with the creative team headquartered there. 
Sirius flew out to film A/tering the Stars the day before Remus came home. 


Remus tried to not think of it as though it were a sign from the universe that he 
shouldn’t tell Sirius about his feelings. 


Instead, Remus buried himself in the editing and revising of his book. It was 
intense, especially considering the revelation of Ellis being inspired by Sirius. Had 
there been any doubt left in his mind that the book was about Sirius, it would have 
been completely erased by the intensive book editing. 


It was simply impossible to ignore that the Ellis in his head had Sirius's dimples 
and carefree smile, or that Ellis's laugh was Sirius's too. Remus really isn't sure 
how he managed to write a whole book without knowing his character was his best 
friend. 


It should have been obvious even as he wrote it. As he edited the scene where Ellis 
takes Callum's hand and they race through the streets of the city, Remus 
remembers the night he wrote it. It was just after a pub night with James and 
Sirius, where they were talking about one of their greatest pranks from school. 
Remus's strongest memory of that particular prank is being dragged by the hand 
through the halls, running to escape the school's caretaker. How did Remus miss 


that the smile Ellis throws at Callum over his shoulder was exactly one that Sirius 
smiled at him at 15? 


It was in the middle of this memory, and his third glass of wine that night, that 
Remus made a decision that he would come to equally regret and support in the 
coming months. He chose to leave Sirius in Ellis. 


Dorcas was elated when he called to tell her. Remus couldn’t quite tell if it was 
because she believed in that version of the story so much, or because of the 
marketing potential when people made that connection. He also wasn’t sure which 
was worse. He chose not to consider it. 


Regardless, the decision put the book on a fast track to publication. It seemed to 
be in part because Remus was able to turn back chapters faster than anyone 
expected, but also in part because Remus suspected they wanted to piggyback on 
the publicity for A/tering the Stars. 


That realization left a twisting feeling in Remus’s stomach, feeling again like he 
was once again taking advantage of Sirus for his own benefit. He texted Sirius ina 
fit of guilt, offering to tell the publisher not to if it was a problem. Hours later, 
presumably when filming ended for the day, he received a string of hearts and 
celebration emojis along with a request to tell him if there was anything that Sirius 
could say about the book release during his publicity tours for the movie. 


It was fine. Or, well, it would be fine, if Remus had told him that the book was 
about him. However, he hadn’t, not yet. There simply hadn’t been a chance, no 
matter what the exasperated texts from James suggested. 


That was about to change though. 


Sirius was coming home on Friday, and Remus was going to tell him. 
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Sirius collapsed onto the couch. “I’ve never done back-to-back filming before, and 
| don’t think | ever want to do it again.” 


Remus handed Sirius a glass of wine and sat next to him on the couch. “Yeah, how 
did that come about, anyway?” 


Sirius accepted the glass and took an immediate sip. “Ta, darling. Well, as we were 
wrapping up filming for A/tering the Stars, Minerva called me about a small 
production run on another movie that lost its lead. Right after we finished filming, 
| went for a quick chemistry reading with the other leads, and a week later, we 
started filming.” 


Remus shook his head, a bit in disbelief. “That’s insanely fast.” 


“It is,” Sirius shrugged, “but | think it’s a good thing for my career. They knew they 
wanted me without even having to audition. It’s exactly where | want to be.” 


Remus leaned his elbow against the back of the couch and propped his head up 
on his hand. “I’m really happy for you, Sirius. It sounds like you’re getting exactly 
what you always wanted.” 


Sirius let his eyes fall closed and exhaled softly, a relaxed smile spreading across 
his face. “Yeah, | am. Who knew that was even possible?” His eyes flew open 
suddenly, and he smacked Remus’s leg. “Why are we talking about me getting my 
dreams? What about you! Tell me about publishing your book. That must be so 
fantastic.” 


Remus couldn’t stop the smile that spread across his face. “Yeah, it’s been beyond 
my wildest dreams, really. | never thought it would be this good. | actually wanted 
to talk to you-” 


Sirius’s phone suddenly dinged loudly, and he grimaced as he reached for it. 
“Sorry, hold for just a second.” He picked it up and quickly thumbed in the code, 
his face suddenly illuminated by the bright screen. A minute later, his jaw dropped 
open. “Holy shit.” 


Remus grabbed Sirius’s wine glass and set both of their glasses on the coffee 
table. “What? What happened?” 


“Apparently one of the crew members that Kingsley slept with during filming has 
done a tell-all tabloid story. The Naked Truth Behind Filming with Kingsley. 
Absolute bollocks.” Sirius huffed out something that might have been a laugh, 
though Remus wasn’t sure. 


“Kingsley?” Remus asked. 


Sirius looked up at him blankly. “Oh, Kingsley Shacklebolt? He was my co-star on 
Altering the Stars.” 


“No, | mean, obviously. | know who Kingsley Shacklebolt is, but he slept with a 
crew member?” Remus asked, a bit surprised by Sirius’s brazen dismissal. 


“Well, yeah, a few of them. Kingsley openly slept with everyone on set and made it 
known that he didn’t do relationships. It’s one of those known things in Hollywood 
that no one really talks about. It’s always consensual, and he’s very clear about it, 
but it’s also never more than just sex.” Sirius scrolled through his phone again, 
somewhat distractedly. “I mean, he’s a great shag, but his whole perspective on 
relationships is a bit of a turn-off, really.” 


“You slept with him?” Remus asked, suddenly feeling like his heart caught in his 
throat. 


“Yeah, a few times.” Sirius looked up and met Remus’s eye. “Don’t worry, no one 
knows and he knows not to talk about it.” 


As though Remus was worried about that at all. “Oh, okay. Good.” 


“Honestly, I’m not sure what he expected. Sleep around enough and someone is 
bound to do it just to sell the story.” Sirius made a face down at his phone again. 


“Really? That’s a thing?” Remus asked. 


“See, this is why our arrangement is perfect.” Sirius clicked his phone off and set it 
aside with a smile. “Dating in Hollywood is miserable. | don’t have to worry about a 
date going to the tabloids or random people professing their unwanted feelings to 
me since I’ve got you. It’s such a relief.” 


Remus felt himself shrivel at the statement. Internally, at least. Externally, he 
smiled. “Lucky you, | suppose.” 


“lam lucky to have you.” Sirius reached forward and grabbed his glass of wine 
again. “Now, back to what you were saying. You wanted to tell me something?” 


Just wanted to confess my unwanted feelings for you, no big deal. Obviously, he 
couldn’t do that now. “Oh, just, uh. The release date for my book. They’re 


throwing a big release party here in London at Flourish and Blotts.” 


“Is that the bookshop you used to work at during uni?” Remus nodded, and Sirius 
laughed. “That’s fantastic. | love that you’re having it there.” 


Remus smiled again, but it felt hollow. “Yeah, | wanted somewhere that felt like 
home, and there’s nothing more like home than F&B.” 


“Well, tell me when it is. | want to plug it in now so | can make sure I’m there.” 
Sirius grabbed his phone again, presumably flipping to his calendar app. 


“November 20.” 


Sirius looked up from his phone, mouth slack again. “Like, this November 20?” 


Remus nodded. “I know. It was really fast, but they pushed the book through to 
have it ready before the holiday rush.” 


“Remus, I-I’ll be in New York that week.” Sirius looked down at his phone again, 
then back to Remus. “It’s part of the A/tering the Stars promotional tour. We 
release on November 26.” 


“Oh, so you can’t make it.” To Remus, it just felt like another punch in the gut. 
“That’s-um. It’s fine. | understand.” 


Sirius set down his wine and phone again, scooting closer to Remus on the couch 
and taking his hands. “I’m so, so sorry, Remus. | had no idea they’d overlap that 
much. | can try to get out of it, but-” 


“No, of course not. You have to do the publicity tour.” Remus smiled, or tried to, 
but it didn’t quite fit right. “It’s fine, Sirius. It’s not like a movie premiere. Book 
launches are just a-a small reading thing. It would probably be impossible to have 
you there without alerting the press anyway.” 


“Remus-” 


Remus cut him off feeling like he only had minutes of composure left and 
unwilling to lose it over this in front of Sirius. “No, really. It’s fine. There will be 
other, um, readings or whatever you could come to.” Remus honestly wasn’t sure 
there was, but he didn’t know what else to say. 


“Are you sure?” Sirius was still looking at him so intently that it burned him. 

“Of course.” Remus stood up, picking up his wine glass and draining the last of it- 
which, honestly, was more than he should have stood and drank at once since he 
wasn’t shotgunning a beer. “I’m really knackered. | think I’m going to go shower 


and maybe head to bed. I’m really glad you’re home, Sirius.” 


Remus exited the room quickly, beelining to the bathroom and locking the door 
behind him. 


James Potter 


James 


He took it poorly? | did not see that 
coming. 


James 


Remus... 


James 


Oh... 


James 


| still think you should tell him. 


James 


| don’t know 


James 


FINE. | still think you should tell him. 


Chapter 18: News Cycle 
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“se replying to @hollywoodinside 


| bought this magazine expecting risqué photos of Kingsley 
and all | got was stupid gossip. | dunno, @hollywoodinsider, 
seems like #falseadvertising to me 
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ie @fawkesthephoenix 


Announcing the publication of a debut book by Remus Lupin 
called One Week Gentleman, a gay romance novel that will 
have you melting with every page. Available November 16, 
2027. Pre-order available on Amazon, Barnes & Noble, and at 
www.phoenixbooks.com 
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The Quibbler 
@thequibbler 


Pansy Parkinson's tell-all article about #kingsleyshacklebolt 
has piqued our interest. Head to thequibbler.com for our 
extended interview and hear the dirty details. 

9 1.4M 01:22 PM - September 21, 2027 


836K people are talking about this 


; Krethes 
@Krethes 


ee) @kingsleyshacklebolt is there room on that casting couch? 
¥ 6.3K 10:48 PM - September 5, 2027 


4.3K people are talking about this 


Rita Skeeter 
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Evidence has come out that Kingsley Shacklebolt has 
slept his way through more than a few film sets. Who do you 
think made a notch on his bedpost? #hollywoodcasanova 
#kingsleyshacklebolt 
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Sirius Black. Did you see those two in Altering the Stars? You 
do not get that kind of on set chemistry if you're not 
shagging. #itsnotcheatingifheshot 
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“One Week Gentleman” is an emotional romance novel 
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However, their relationship is put to the test when Elli's ex- 


families, Callum and Ellis learn to 
navigate the ups and downs of their ~ 
relationship and discover that true ~ 
love is worth fighting for. They 
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that follows the story of Callum and Ellis, two men who 
meet by chance and discover an unexpected connection 


One day, they find themselves sharing the last available 
table in the library, and they strike up a conversation that 
quickly turns into something more. As they get to know © 
each other, they realize that they have a deep and 
undeniable chemistry. ' 
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boyfriend comes back into his life, stirring up old feelings ~ > 
and creating tension between them. Callum is forced to © a 
confront his own insecurities and fears, while Ellis must — : 


make a decision about what he truly wants in life. 


s-) With the help of their friends and 


realize that sometimes one week 
can change everything, and that 
being a gentleman is not about 
status or wealth, but about treating 
the ones you love with respect and 


kindness. ‘ 
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Enough For Tonight 


kidneysauce 


Summary: 


"We can't do this," Sirius says, a breath away from 
Kingsley's lips 


"We can," Kingsley replies, fingers gripping Sirius's hips, 
"if you want me. No one has to know." 


"No one can know." Sirius bites his lip and looks away. "It 
will ruin everything." 


"| promise," Kingsley says. He puts a finger under Sirius's 
chin and lifts. "If you say yes, no one will ever know." 


"Just for tonight, then." Slrius brushes his lips over 
Kingsley's. "Yes, | want you. Fuck me, King." 


Notes: 


| know we were all thinking it. Someone had to do it. 
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Launch Party for One Week Gentleman by Remus Lupin on 
November 20, 2027, at @flourishandblotts in London. Come 


for a reading and autograph from Remus Lupin! Buy tickets at 
www.phoenixbooks.com 
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Chapter 19: One Small Hitch (2012) 


Remus couldn’t stop pacing. 


“Do you want to sit down?” Lily asked, gesturing at the one chair in the room. 
“You’re going to exhaust yourself before this even starts.” 


Remus shook his head, not slowing his footsteps. “Can’t. If | sit, then I’m pretty 
sure I’m going to implode.” 


“Come on, mate.” James held out a water bottle, which Remus ignored. “Is there 
anything we can do?” 


Remus chewed on his thumbnail, still pacing. “No. Maybe. | don’t know. It’s just 
nerves.” 


“Okay, what’s making you nervous?” Lily asked. 


Remus walked over to the door and cracked it a bit to peek out. “There are so 
many people here.” 


“It’s a good turnout,” Lily said. “Is that okay?” 


“So many people.” Remus closed the door again and went back to pacing. 


“You've been in front of more people at the red carpets you’ve been to with Sirius,’ 
James offered. 


Remus let out a small, nervous laugh. “Yeah, but they were never focused on me 
then. | have to go out there and read a section of my book, and all of those people 
are going to be looking at me.” 


“You’re going to be great, Remus.” James shifted, and Remus knew he was itching 
to help somehow. James had never been very good about the waiting thing. “Do 
you want me to call Sirius and see if he has any suggestions for battling nerves?” 


“No.” Remus huffed. He paced again, and when he realized there was an 
uncomfortable air in the room, he added, “I’ve already called him a dozen times. 
His phone is off. He must be on set or in interviews or something. It’s-— It’s fine.” 


It wasn’t really fine, and Remus knew that even when he said it. It didn’t matter, 
though, because it couldn’t not be fine. Sirius wasn’t there, and he wasn’t 
answering his phone, and Remus thought that said a lot about their relationship. 


Or, well. It wasn’t a relationship, and maybe that’s what it said. 


James pulled out his phone anyway and walked to the corner of the room. Remus 
rolled his eyes when he saw James try to make the call, but he was secretly 


hopeful that Sirius would answer anyway. A second later, James put down the 
phone and grimaced at Remus over his shoulder. 


“It’s fine. He told me he couldn’t come. | didn’t expect him to be able to call 
either.” Another lie, but what was he supposed to say? 


The crowd in the main part of the bookstore suddenly buzzed. Remus turned back 
to James and Lily. “Must be getting started, | guess. If you want to go take seats—” 


The door behind him popped open, and the noise of the crowd was a lot louder as 
someone came through and closed the door quickly. When Remus turned around, 
there was a hooded figure standing behind him. 


His body seemed to realize that the hooded figure was Sirius far before his mind 
caught up, because he practically ran over and folded himself into Sirius’s arms 
before he even pulled his hood back. 


“You came,” and Remus hated how small his voice sounded when he said it. He 
allowed himself to sink into Sirius, the stress of the evening melting away. 


“Of course, | did.” Sirius held him tightly, and it almost felt like he missed Remus 
as much as Remus missed him. “I know you said it was fine that | didn’t, but it 
really didn’t feel fine.” 


“| thought you couldn’t get out of the publicity things?” Remus asked. 


“| thought | couldn’t.” Sirius pulled back so that Remus was looking in his face 
when he spoke again. “Though it turns out, when you’re a relatively low-drama 
celebrity, you can make rescheduling requests, and the studio works to make it 
happen. | just asked them if there was any way | could be back for this, and they 
moved some things around so | could.” 


“That’s—Thank you.” Remus hoped Sirius couldn’t hear the way his voice went 
thick on the words. 


“Remus.” Sirius cupped Remus’s face in his hand, and for a moment, Remus 
imagined him leaning in for a kiss. “I’ll always show up for you. You’re the most 
important thing in my life.” 


Remus hesitated a breath, still hoping for a kiss, before burning his face against 
Sirius’s neck again. “Don’t let James hear that. You’ll make him cry.” 


Sirius dropped his voice, low enough to whisper in his ear. “Don’t tell him, but | 
meant above him too.” 


Remus didn’t know how to respond to that. He knew what James meant to Sirius, 
and that sounded a lot like— 


No. Remus wouldn’t let himself go there. Sirius didn’t have feelings for him, and 
he’d made that very clear. Regardless, he didn’t unfold himself from Sirius’s arms. 


“Cutting it close there, Black,” Lily said somewhere behind his back. Remus didn’t 
turn to look at her. 


Sirius shrugged but didn’t loosen his hold on Remus. “I wasn’t sure | was going to 
make it, honestly. My flight was delayed for a bit, and they were talking about 


diverting us.” 


“Well, I’m glad you made it,” James said. “Il was running out of ways to calm Remus 
down.” 


“Wait,” Remus finally pulled back from Sirius and turned to James. “Did you know 
he was coming?” 


“We did,” James said, a smile and a discrete eyebrow raise that Remus read way 
too much into. “He asked us not to tell you in case he didn’t make it.” 


“What’s this about calming you down?” Sirius looked at him with a concerned 
crease between his eyes. “Everything okay?” 


Better now. “Just a bit of nerves, | think.” Remus shrugged. “How do you do this all 
the time?” 


“Want to know my secret?” Sirius asked with a wink. 


“We’re going to go grab seats,” James said as he and Lily headed for the door. 
“Want us to save you one, Sirius?” 


“Um, no.” Sirius looked sheepishly back at Remus. “I’m going to stay back here, if 
that’s alright. | don’t want to steal the moment from you, and | think people 


already suspected | am, well, me.” 


“Alright, we’ll see you after,” Lily said, pulling James’s hand out the door to the 
still-buzzing audience. 


Remus sighed and looked back at Sirius. “So, what’s the secret?” 


“Do you remember in fourth year, when we dressed up and did the performance of 
Professor Binns’s lecture? The whole room laughed with us, Binns included.” 


Remus raised an eyebrow. “Il was nervous then too.” 


Sirius laughed. “At first, sure, but do you remember the point at which we hit our 
Stride, and it just—it felt right? That feeling of things fitting together. Do you 
remember?” 


“Yeah, | think so.” Mostly, what Remus could remember was how big Sirius’s smile 
was for the rest of the day. 


“That’s the crowd | see whenever I’m in front of one. Not whoever is out there, but 
all of our classmates who were so entertained and laughing.” Sirius reached up, 
brushing a hair behind Remus’s ear. “They’re out there now, waiting to see what 
you do next. They already love you.” 


“That works?” Remus asked, feeling skeptical, but the way Sirius rested his hand 
on Remus’s neck above the join of his shoulder left Remus lightheaded and 
breathless. 


“It does. And if it doesn’t, I’ll be right back here to give you a hug.” 
“Will you still give me a hug if it goes well?” Remus bit back a smile. 


Sirius laughed, then winked. (Which absolutely did not make Remus’s knees weak.) 
“If it goes well, | might even give you a kiss.” He leaned in, and for a moment, 
Remus thought he was going to kiss him. At the last moment, Sirius dodged and 
brushed his cheek with his lips on his way to Remus’s ear. “Except you’re not that 
kind of boy. No kiss rule, remember?” 


“Right.” Remus wasn’t sure what else to say. / didn’t mean ever. | could make an 
exception. | would let you kiss me. Please don’t make me beg. 


The door opened again, and Dorcas peeked in. "Oh, Mr. Black, | didn’t realize you 
were here. Did the two of you need a minute?” Remus didn’t miss the way she 
looked between them hopefully. 

"No, we're alright," Remus said, glancing over. "Are we starting?" 

"We are ready whenever you are." 

Remus nodded. “Alright, give me just a minute, but we can Start.” 

Remus turned back toward Sirius, but whatever moment they had, it was gone 


now. Sirius straightened Remus’s blazer, tucked a hair behind his ear, and smiled. 
“Are you good, then? Anything else | can do?” 


Remus shook his head, mourning slightly the near kiss, or had he imagined that? 
“No, thank you. I’m feeling much better now. Still nervous, but | think | can do 
this.” 


“| know you can.” 


Dorcas’s introduction started on the other side of the door. “Thank you everyone 
for coming tonight-” 


Remus moved to the door, Sirius in step with him. Remus turned toward him, hand 
on the door handle. “I'll see you after?” 


“rll be right here, no matter what.” 


Remus took a deep breath, and as the applause started, he opened the door and 
walked out with a big smile on his face. As he started the reading of his book, it 
wasn’t the face of his classmates in school that he pictured, but the smiling one 
that waited for him in the back room. 


After a reading, a lengthy Q&A, and signing his name what felt like a thousand 
times, Remus finally made his way back to the door that Sirius hid behind. The 
shop was nearly empty by that point, with only the last stragglers of Remus’s book 
launch left behind, and Sirius couldn’t wait any longer, he threw the door open 
and wrapped Remus up in his arms again. 


“You were fantastic! Everyone loved it.” 


Remus laughed into his shoulder. “That felt amazing. They’re genuinely so excited 
to read my book. My book.” 


Sirius laughed. “Well, count me as one of the people excited to read it.” Sirius 
pulled back, holding Remus at arm’s length. “Is the signing over, or do you think | 


could get the author to give me an autograph too?” 


Remus groaned dramatically and threw back his head, but he smiled so wide that 
it lost some of the effect. “You’re lucky that the author is so fond of you.” 


“Fan of mine, is he?” Sirius reached over to grab one of the books still left on the 
table, along with a pen. 


Remus took both and smiled. “He’s seen one or two of your movies. Says you’re 
alright.” 


Sirius laughed again. “Well, perhaps he could make it out to his biggest fan.” 


Remus uncapped the pen, holding the lid between his teeth as he began writing. 
Sirius tried to glance over the cover, but Remus tilted it up so he couldn't see it. 
When he finished, Remus capped the pen again. 


Sirius was distracted by the careful O his lips made as he blew lightly on the page 
to dry the ink, and the way his eyelashes fluttered over his cheek as they half shut 
when he looked down at the page. When he smiled, just before he looked up at 
Sirius again, there was a small dimple in his cheek that Sirius wanted to kiss. 


He’s been having a lot of thoughts of kissing Remus recently, one of which had 
come spilling out of his mouth earlier that night. Sirius honestly wasn’t sure where 
the promise to kiss Remus if things went well, and he genuinely wasn't sure if 
Remus was okay with it. Sirius had leaned in with every intention of kissing him, 
but Remus froze. Sirius had mumbled something about the no-kiss rule, and 
Remus had agreed. Right, he’d said. Right, as in don’t forget that | don’t want to 
kiss you. 


Remus smiled up at him again, with that dimp/e still in his cheek. “Thank you for, 
well, everything tonight. | don’t think this would have gone nearly as well as it did 
if you weren’t here.” 


“It would have,” Sirius said, though all that was going through his mind was dimple 
dimple dimple. “You are what made it great. | just reminded you of how great you 


are. 


“Nah, it was definitely the promised hug and...” his voice trailed off, and he looked 
away. 


Sirius couldn’t bear to hear him say that he didn’t want to be kissed. “Ah, yes. | 
think | promised something else too.” Sirius tilted his chin up, and-because he 
genuinely couldn’t stop himself-kissed Remus right on that dimple at the corner 
of his mouth. “There. One no-kiss-rule-following kiss, as promised.” 


Remus froze again, mouth open slightly. Sirius wondered, for one horrible 
moment, if he pushed it too far. Remus started to say something devastating- 
Sirius was sure it would be devastating, no matter what he said-but they were 
interrupted when James threw an arm over both of their shoulders. 


“My best mates!” James pressed a sloppy kiss to each of their cheeks. “Remus, you 
were fantastic. Best book release I’ve ever been to.” 


Remus rolled his eyes fondly. “Have you been to any other book releases?” 


“Not yet, but pencil me in for your next one.” James kissed his cheek again, and 
Sirius felt suddenly jealous of the ease at which James did it. “So, I’ve got 


reservations at Les Cendres du Phénix. Shall we go?” 


Remus looked at him with wide-eyed shock. “James, that place is so pricey. We 
could just go to, like, a diner or something.” 


“Nonsense! It’s your book release party, and you deserve it.” James turned to 
Sirius. “Say you’ll come too. You know they’|l treat us better if you’re along as 
well.” 


“I can’t.” Sirius was genuinely disappointed to Say it. “I have to go back to the 
airport. | fly back out tonight.” 


“You can’t stay?” Remus’s eyes looked so sad that Sirius could almost-a/most- 
believe there was something there. 


“| really can’t. | got them to arrange a one-night trip back, but | have more 
publicity shit tomorrow.” He looked down at his watch. “I’m actually probably 
running late to leave.” 


Remus nodded and pressed his lips together. “I’m really thankful that you made it, 
even if you can’t stay.” 


“You don’t have to keep thanking me,” Sirius said with a small laugh. 
“| probably will anyway,” he said, and Sirius couldn’t really argue with that. 


Sirius broke away, giving a hug to James and to Lily before walking to the door 
with Remus. “I’m really proud of you, you know.” 


Remus smiled and looked away. “Il am, too. Is that selfish to say?” 

“No, you should be proud of yourself. This was really big.” Sirius stopped in front 
of the door, knowing that on the other side of it there would likely be a crowd of 
fans before his limo. He turned back to Remus. “I’m really glad | could come.” 
“Me too.” Remus shuffled his feet a bit. “When will you be back?” 

“About a week. The A/tering the Stars premiere is on Saturday.” 


Remus sighed. “Well, then I'll see you in a week.” 


“Goodbye, Remus.” Before he could stop himself, Sirius kissed Remus’s cheek and 
pushed his way out the door. 


He was halfway to the airport when he remembered to check the inscription 
Remus left in his book. 


Sirius, 

Without you, this book wouldn’t exist. Thank you for inspiring me. 
Love, 

Your biggest fan 


Remus 


Sirius looked out the window and watched the city fly by, endlessly glad he 
decided to come back tonight. 
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Remus stood off to the side on the red carpet, watching Sirius get photographed 
by half a dozen magazines at once, when none other than Kingsley Shacklebolt 
stepped in front of him. 


“You must be Remus.” 

There was always something daunting about being greeted like this by celebrities. 
Of course, they only knew his name because of Sirius, but it was still absolutely 
wild to hear his name in Kingsley’s thick Southern American drawl. 


Remus cleared his throat. “Yes, | am. It’s lovely to meet you, Kingsley.” 


He offered a hand to Kingsley, who took it in both of his, enveloping Remus’s 
smaller hand between his two rather large hands. “Yes, I’m sure it is.” 


That was the other thing about meeting celebrities. They all thought they hung the 
stars and that he should be awed by them, as though Remus hadn’t grown up with 


the brightest star in the sky. 


Remus made no response to that, but Kingsley didn’t let go of his hand. Instead, 
he began tracing the inside of Remus’s wrist with small, delicate circles. “I’ve 
actually been very interested to meet you, Remus.” 


There was something unsettling in the way Kingsley said it. “Have you read my 
book, then?” 


Kingsley’s eyebrows went up. “Did you write a book? | don’t think I’d heard.” 


Remus stared at him blankly, knowing for a fact that Kingsley sat next to Sirius on 
a night show couch as Sirius talked about his book. “Yes, | did. It was released 
recently.” 


“I’m sure it’s wonderful. You’ll have to send me a copy.” His fingers didn’t stop 
tracing circles on Remus’s wrist, and it was beginning to make Remus itch all over. 
“Perhaps you could bring one over to my hotel later? | could pour you a drink, and 
we could get comfortable-” 


“Kingsley, | see you’ve met Remus.” 


Remus sighed in relief when Sirius walked up, not the least of which because 
Kingsley let go of his hand. “I have,” Kingsley said. “You didn’t mention how 
stunning he was.” 


“We’ve been all over the media, King.” Sirius wrapped a protective arm around 
Remus’s waist, and Remus folded himself into Sirius’s side. “I didn’t think | had to 
describe him more than that.” 


“You know | don’t check out the press.” Kingsley waved a hand like it was the most 
obvious thing. 


“So what were you talking about?” Sirius looked down at Remus, clearly deferring 
to him to answer. 


Remus didn’t really know what to say. / think your co-star was just hitting on me. | 
think | was being propositioned. 


“| was just inviting Remus back to my place so | could fuck him thoroughly while 
he tells me about his book.” 


Whatever Remus had thought Kingsley would say, that was not it. Sirius, however, 
seemed unsurprised. “King, you do realize he’s my boyfriend, yes? Didn’t you 
learn anything from Pansy’s tell-all article?” 


“Yes, | know all about your arrangement with Remus, and that’s why | wanted to 
talk to him.” Kingsley smiled a sticky sweet smile at Remus. “I already know he’s 
discreet.” 


Sirius rolled his eyes. “Once again, King. My boyfriend.” 


“| don’t mind that either.” Kingsley looked between them like he was sizing them 
up. “I'll fuck both of you at once, if you’d prefer. Just shoot me a text when you 
get there, and I'll let you up.” 


Before either of them could answer, Kingsley walked away to the next camera on 
the red carpet. Sirius let out a long, slow breath. “Fucking arse.” 


“Is he always like that?” Remus asked, a bit surprised. 


“Honestly, he’s usually a bit more smooth.” Sirius looked down at Remus and 
winked. “Must be desperate to get a piece of you. | get it.” 


Remus was once again left speechless as Sirius pulled him in front of another 
camera. 


By the end of the night, Remus decided that it was the weirdest movie premiere 
that he’d ever attended. All night, Kingsley shot the two of them looks from across 
the room, while Sirius kept a possessive hand on Remus. Even times when Sirius 
would normally venture off alone-to talk to a producer or director, to take another 
photo, to greet someone he met once on a Set-he instead pulled Remus along with 
him. 


It was, equally, the most confusing and the sexiest thing that could have 
happened. 


Which was only made worse when they made it back to the limo at the end of the 
night. 


“Are you going to call Kingsley?” 
Remus’s head snapped toward Sirius. “What?” 


“You could, if you want.” Sirius unbuttoned the top buttons on his tux. “He’s a 
great shag.” 


“So you've mentioned before.” Remus was, honestly, at a loss. What was Sirius 
expecting him to say? 


“| realized | pulled you away from him, but if you wanted to...” His voice trailed off, 
but he gave a one-shouldered shrug. 


“Did you want me to?” Was this some sort of setup? Did Sirius want to... show him 
off? Or something? 


“| have no opinion on you sleeping with my co-star.” Despite his words, Sirius’s 
tone sounded like he very much had a problem with Remus sleeping with his co- 
star. Maybe he didn’t want Remus to know how good Kingsley was. 

“Honestly, | wasn’t really interested. He was a bit, um-” 


Sirius looked at him expectantly. “A bit what?” 


“Creepy.” The word popped out a bit faster than Remus had intended, which 
probably spoke to how much alcohol Remus had drunk that night. 


Sirius let out a bark of laughter. “You found him creepy?” 


“He kind of was.” Remus grimaced slightly. “He kept drawing circles on my wrist, 
and it made my skin crawl. | just wanted to get away from him.” 


Sirius laughed again, like it was the best joke he’d heard in a long time. “You 
found Kingsley Shacklebolt, the Casanova of the Hollywood film set, creepy? This 
is the best thing I’ve heard in a long time.” 


“The best thing-weren’t you just suggesting | could hook up with him?" 


Sirius sobered suddenly. “I wasn’t suggesting you hook up with him, | just meant 
that you could if you wanted.” And again, despite his words, it sounded like Remus 
very much could not if he wanted. 


“Are you going to hook up with him?” It was the only explanation Remus could 
think of. “Again, | mean. | know you did while you were filming.” 


Sirius grimaced. “And again last week.” 


It felt like a confession, almost an apology. Remus wasn’t sure what he was 
supposed to do with it. Sirius didn’t need his permission to sleep with Kingsley, 
and he certainly didn’t owe Remus an apology since he did. 


Although, if Remus had any lingering doubts over whether the cheek kisses Sirius 
gave him meant anything beyond friendship, that idea was thoroughly dispelled by 
the fact that Sirius rushed off to shag Kingsley immediately after. Remus has 


thought of nothing except Sirius’s lips on his cheek since the night of his book 
release, and Sirius shagged Kinglsey. 


Message received. 


“Oh, sure.” Remus shrugged, hoping it came off as nonchalant. “So you probably 
will again, then.” 


Sirius’s gaze turned hard for a moment before he turned to look out the window. 
“No, | don’t think so. | probably won’t see him much anymore now that the movie 
is done.” 


“Okay.” 
For a minute, the car was quiet. “Unless you wanted to do it together?” 


Remus’s eyes snapped back to Sirius, who wore an unreadable expression. Was he 
hoping for Remus to say yes? Did he want to share Kinglsey with Remus? 


Only, Remus’s head flooded with the image of watching Kingsley and Sirius 
together, which was an unfortunately strong image given the movie they’d just 
watched featuring just such a scene. While it was the kind of fantasy Remus could 
see himself considering in the steam of his shower, presented with the actual 
prospect of it, Remus found that he wasn’t interested. 


Not for his first time with Sirius, at least. Or the only time, possibly. If it was going 
to be the only time he could, Remus wanted to be selfish and keep Sirius to 
himself. Only Sirius didn’t want that, so Remus wasn’t sure he wanted to at all. 


“Oh, uh. No.” Remus cleared his throat. “No, | don’t want to do that, either.” 
Sirius nodded, then looked out the window again. The rest of the car ride back to 
their flat was blanketed by a quiet so thick that Remus found it suffocating, 
though he didn’t know how to break it. 

It stuck around even through getting ready for bed, and Remus wondered if it 
would be their companion when the lights went out too. Remus laid flat on his 
back and wondered if Sirius felt it too. 

“Remus?” 


“Yeah?” 


Sirius let out a deep sigh, and Remus wondered if Sirius had expected him not to 
respond. Remus rolled onto his side toward Sirius, and immediately found Sirius 


laying in a mirrored position. 
“| didn’t sleep with Kingsley because | was interested in him.” 
Remus shuffled on the pillow, moving slightly closer. “You weren’t?” 


“Not really.” Sirius moved a bit closer too, then spread his hand flat against the 
bed between them. “I mean, he’s attractive, but he wasn’t who | wanted.” 


“Oh.” Remus exhaled slowly, trying to figure out what he was supposed to do with 
this information. He moved his hand up the sheet, flat on the bed, until it was next 
to Sirius’s. “Why did you do it, then?” 


Sirius opened his mouth, but closed it again before saying anything. He gave 
himself a little shake. “Il was lonely. Especially after being here, and all of you were 
together and | had to leave. | guess | was just looking to feel some sort of 
connection.” 


Remus slid his hand through the space between them and grabbed Sirius’s hand. 
“I’m sorry. Is there anything | can do?” 


Sirius hesitated, but Remus could see that there was something he wanted to ask. 
! would give you anything. “Just ask, Sirius.” 


“Would you hold me? Just for a bit.” 

Remus’s heart broke over the vulnerability in Sirius’s voice. Without a word, he 
opened his arms and let Sirius fit himself against Remus’s chest. Remus tucked 
Sirius in, blanket up to his chin, and ran his hand through Sirius’s hair until he felt 
Sirius melt into him. 

He felt Sirius’s breath even out against the skin of his neck, but Remus just kept 
holding him. When he was sure that Sirius was asleep-and with his mind on the 


memory of Sirius’s lips on his cheek-Remus kissed the crown of Sirius’s head. 


A small, sharp inhale of breath was the only sign that Sirius was still awake. 
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Transcript: Morning Bones with 
Susan Bones 


Susan: Welcome back everyone. We're here today with Sirius Black, who is 
promoting his new movie, A/tering the Stars. 


Sirius: Hello everyone. 


Susan: Now, Sirius, your costars were here yesterday to talk about the movie, 
but you were shockingly absent. 


Sirius, laughing: Ah, yeah. | had some other obligations. 
Susan, gasps and clutches her chest: More important than being on my show? 


Sirius: Well, you were so lovely to reschedule me, Susan, but it was a mite 
important. 


Susan: Hm, we'll see about that. So tell me, what was so important that you 
had to abandon us? 


Sirius, ducks head a bit: You know Remus, my-- 
Susan fans herself: Your boyfriend! 

[The crowd cheers] 
Susan laughs: Yes, we're familiar. 
Sirius is blushing even through his makeup: His book was released, and he 
had a release party yesterday in London. He's done so much for me. | couldn't 
miss it. 

[Aws from the audience] 

Susan: Of course you couldn't miss it! So did you fly back just for one night? 
Sirius: Are you going to coo again if | say yes? 
Susan: Probably. 
Sirius: What is it you Americans say? | plead the third. 


[The audience laughs.] 


Susan: | say this sincerely, on behalf of all America: don't plead the third, 
honey. 


Sirius laughs: That wasn't the right one, was it? 


Susan: Not quite, but | suppose supporting your adorable boyfriend a good 
enough reason for you to miss my show. 


Sirius: Well, in case it's not, | do have a surprise for you. 
Susan: | love surprises. 


Sirius: Well, since it was his book release, and | wanted to be a supportive 
boyfriend, | might have brought you a few copies of his book. 


Susan: Do you have enough to share? 


Sirius, mimes counting the audience and ticking off his fingers, then smiles 
back at Susan: Yes, of course | do! 


Susan: Well, then | think we can forgive you, right folds? 


[Crowd Cheers Again] 
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A Suprising Favorite 
Reviewed in France on November 23, 2027 


Verified Purchase 


When | first heard of One Week Gentleman, | was confident that it would be, well, kind 
of shitty. But surprisingly, this did not turn out to be some poorly written money grab 
piggybacking on rising media attention. Without my consent, this book captured me 
within the first two chapters. | had picked it up for an easy read to pass the time, and 
before | knew it | was completely enthralled, staying up until five am to finish in one 
sitting. 


It follows the story of Callum and Ellis (Callis? Ellum? Someone come up with a better 
ship name!) and their journey from strangers, to friends, to fake boyfriends, to I’m not 
spoiling the ending for you. 


It was funny, charming and sexy. | related so much to Callum’s insecurities, and 
Remus really managed to capture the anxiety and intrusive thoughts | have often 
experienced in an authentic and respectful way. 


| also think | developed a forearm kink after reading it, because Remus’ descriptions 
of Ellis’ arms and hands that are visible under his rolled up sleeves are HOT. 


Overall, loved the book, and it’s definitely going on my favourites shelf. Five starts. 
Can't wait to see what Remus comes out with next! 


(Also, I’m not going to address any resemblance the characters strike to a real world 
couple we know. | don’t think Remus appreciates us speculating about his private love 
life, instead of admiring this amazing debut novel) 


32 people found this helpful 


R33sesPieces 


A great beach read! 
Reviewed in Mexico on December 30, 2027 


Verified Purchase 


| bought One Week Gentleman as my beach read for my vacation last week, and it 
gave me a book-shaped tan line across my stomach. | couldn’t put it down! 


| was expecting it to be a fun, light read with some miscommunication and quiet 
pining. What | got instead is a poignant, aching story of two characters who love each 
other desperately and aren't quite sure how to bridge the gap between friends and 
more. 


The characters are realistic and relatable, Ellis is charming and sexy without feeling 
slimy, and | might request royalties from Remus Lupin for using my personality as a 
model for Callum. Also, the sex was both hot and sweet, an incredibly hard line to 
walk. 


| bought a second copy to loan out to my friends because | wasn’t willing to risk it not 
being returned. My only complaint is that | read it too fast and didn’t have another 
book for the last five days of my trip...so | read it again. 


47 people found this helpful 
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C. RAL 


Are you a Kingsley or a Sirius 


Take this quiz to see which of these stars you are the 
most like! 
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Massive dissapointment 
Reviewed in United States on January 2, 2028 


Verified Purchase 
| got this for the pictures, and there weren't any. Ripoff. 


2 people found this helpful 


bagelthebeagle 


A bit fanficton-y for my taste 
Reviewed in Ireland on December 28, 2027 


Verified Purchase 


Honestly, it was a bit pedestrian for my tastes. | mean, it reads like some bad Harry 
Potter fanfiction that someone thought they should try to publish. It was a quick and 
easy read, but probably a waste of time if you're not a fourteen year old girl. 


23 people found this helpful 
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It's a cute read 
Reviewed in United States on January 2, 2028 


| enjoyed this book! It's certainly not high literature, but sometimes you just want a fun 
read, you know? Honestly, it would be better if Lupin wasn't trying to force Ellis to 
resemble Callum. Like, we get it. You're dating Sirius Black. Can't you be your own 
person without having to get him involved? But, | just mentally rolled my eyes and 
kept going. The story itself is cute. Nothing too complex, and an ending you could see 
coming from a mile away, but not bad for a debut novel. 


69 people found this helpful 


elephanteaparty 


Addictingly good 
Reviewed in United States on December 15, 2027 


Verified Purchase 


Oh my goodness, | couldn't put this down as soon as | started it! THe characters were 
so compelling, and | was invested in Callum and Ellis's relationship as soon as | 
opened it. I've already reread the book four times, and I'm desperately waiting for 
more. Any thoughts on a sequel? Because I'd devour it. 
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Chapter 21: While You Were Sleeping (1995) 


Summary: 


While You Were Sleeping (1995) 

Lonely transit worker Lucy Eleanor Moderatz (Sandra Bullock) 
pulls her longtime crush, Peter (Peter Gallagher), from the path 
of an oncoming train. At the hospital, doctors report that he's in 
a coma, and a misplaced comment from Lucy causes Peter's 
family to assume that she is his fiancée. When Lucy doesn't 
correct them, they take her into their home and confidence. 
Things get even more complicated when she finds herself falling 
for Peter's sheepish brother, Jack (Bill Pullman). 


While you were sleeping is available on Disney+. 


The next morning, Remus woke up with Sirius laying on his chest, arms wrapped 
around his waist, and their legs tangled together. He’s still asleep, and a glance at 
the clock tells Remus that it’s a rare occurrence. It’s nearly 10 am, and Sirius had 
never been able to sleep past 8 am without the aid of jet lag or an extraordinarily 
late night, neither of which applied to last night. 


He supposed that the alcohol they drank at the premiere could explain it, but 
Remus secretly hoped that it was because of him. 


Remus didn’t have the heart to wake Sirius, despite his protesting bladder, but 
instead stayed as still as possible and watched him sleep. Somewhere, in the small 
part of his brain that functioned before coffee, Remus was aware that this is a bit 
creepy, but he couldn’t bring himself to care. 


Sirius’s face was relaxed and unburdened. All the lines and wrinkles on his face 
were smoothed out into something that seemed younger and more serene than 
anything Remus had seen on him in a long time. Remus didn’t want to spoil that; 
not yet. 


Eventually, however, Sirius woke up. Remus watched as his nose wrinkled, and he 
rubbed his face into Remus’s chest before his eyes opened. Remus couldn’t help 
but smile as he watched the realization come over Sirius’s face about just where, 
exactly, he was. Sirius looked up, and a delicate blush spread over his cheeks. 
“Good morning, gorgeous,” Remus said, only half in jest. 


“Good morning.” Sirius’s voice was still scratchy with sleep, and Remus’s body was 
still sleep-addled enough to respond to that sound. Luckily, Sirius wasn’t laying 
on top of him enough to feel the reaction. “Sorry, | think | fell asleep, uh-” 

“In my arms?” Remus’s voice was warm and fond. “I noticed, actually.” 

“Sorry,” Sirius said again. 

“You don’t need to be sorry. | fell asleep too.” Remus raised his hand from Sirius’s 
back and, after a heartbeat’s hesitation, carded his fingers through Sirius’s hair. “It 


was nice.” 


Sirius relaxed against him, his eyes falling closed, as Remus continued to run his 
fingers through Sirius’s hair. “It is nice.” 


“What are your plans now?” Remus asked. 


Sirius made a low murmuring noise. “Um, breakfast?” 
Remus snorted. “I meant like, career-wise. When do you have to fly back out?” 


“| don’t.” Sirius turned his face toward Remus, cheek still pressed to Remus’s 
shoulder. “Il don’t have another project right now.” 


“Really? Why not?” 


Sirius shrugged. “I thought I’d take some time off. With the holidays coming up, | 
thought it would be nice to just rest. | have a casting | plan to go to, but it’s here 
in London.” 


“So you'll be around. Staying here?” Remus wondered if Sirius could feel the way 
his heart started beating harder in his chest. 


“| will. Is that okay? | mean, I'll be staying here for at least a few weeks, so you’d 
have to get used to me staying around. Or | could take the other bedroom, if you’d 
rather sleep alone for that long. | wouldn’t-” 


“Sirius.” Remus almost laughed as he interrupted Sirius’s rambling. “| don’t mind. 
It will be nice to have you around, even if | have to share your bed with you again.” 
Remus sighed dramatically. 


Sirius laughed, digging his fingers into Remus’s sides and making him squirm 
away. “Okay, you prick.” 


“What? It’s a great bed.” 


“| know. It’s mine.” Sirius tickled him again, and Remus squirmed away laughing 
again. 
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Remus’s ringing phone started them out of an otherwise peaceful evening. Sirius 
lay across the couch, head on Remus’s lap and Remus’s fingers in his hair, when 
the phone interrupted the movie they were watching. 


Remus picked up his phone and looked at the screen. “It’s Dorcas.” 


Sirius reached for the controller to pause the movie as Remus answered. “Hullo, 
Cas. What’s-” Remus paused, his brow furrowing as he listened to her next words. 
“No, | haven’t checked the New York Times Bestsellers list today.” Remus looked at 
Sirius, who was already reaching for his phone. “We’re pulling it up.” 


Sirius typed in New York Times Bestsellers List and clicked on the first link that 
popped up. Sirius scanned the first category, Combined Print and E-Book Friction , 
but didn’t see Remus’s book listed in the five that popped up. 


Sirius glanced up at Remus, who pointed at the category. “That one.” 


Sirius clicked on it, and a list of fifteen books opened. Sirius scrolled until he saw 
9. One-Week Gentleman by Remus Lupin. Sirius’s breath caught in his throat. It 
was right there, in black and white-Remus was on the best seller’s list. 


He sat up quickly and turned to look at Remus, who had a hand pressed to his 
chest and mouth open wide. His eyes were shining, and Sirius could vaguely hear 
Dorcas on the other end of the phone saying something that he was certain Remus 
wasn’t even listening to. 


Remus looked away from the phone in Sirius’s hand and into his eyes. “Yeah, 
Dorcas. | see it. This is-this is incredible.” 


Dorcas was speaking again, but Sirius couldn’t tear his eyes away from Remus, 
and Remus wasn’t looking away either. Remus laughed, and it was full of disbelief 
and excitement. “Yeah, yeah. Text me the details. I’Ill-l| need to go. | have-I have to 
call people.” 


Dorcas laughed, and a minute later, Remus was off the phone. He clutched it to 
his chest. “Did that really happen?” 


“It did.” Sirius held his arms open, and Remus moved to fold himself against 
Sirius’s chest. Sirius, unable to stop himself, kissed Remus’s head. 
“Congratulations. Come here, we have to document this.” 


Sirius pulled out his phone and clicked onto the camera. He turned to face it 
toward them, and Remus leaned against his chest. Remus opened his phone to the 
best seller’s list, and held it out. Just before Sirius took the picture, he turned 
toward Remus and kissed his cheek. 


“Perfect,” Sirius said, and quickly posted the shot to Twitter. It instantly gained 
thousands of likes. “Now everyone knows how brilliant you are.” He wrapped his 
arms back around Remus and pulled him to his chest. 


Remus nuzzled into Sirius in a way that didn’t affect him at all. “| never thought 
this was possible. | mean, I’d hoped, but | really never thought it could happen to 


me. 
“I knew you could.” 
Remus scoffed. “Okay, but—“ 


“No, really.” Sirius pressed a kiss to Remus’s forehead. “Il always knew you’d 
achieve everything you wanted. You’re so amazingly talented.” Then, because he 
couldn’t help himself, Sirius kissed his cheek too. 


“You really think so?” Remus asked, and Sirius could hear the uncertainty in his 
voice. “I still wonder if it’s just because of you.” 


“No, absolutely not.” Sirius kissed his other cheek, because he honestly couldn’t 
think of a reason not to. “Even if | was just a nobody with a mechanic’s shop, or 
tattoo artist, or a bartender, or a music store owner, or a doctor—” 


Remus laughed, and Sirius might have taken offense to it, but his cheeks colored 
with the most delicate blush, and Sirius could do nothing else but kiss his cheek 
again. His voice was low when he spoke again. “It doesn’t matter what | do. You 
were always going to be a great writer, and you deserve this so much.” 


“Do you really think so?” Remus looked up at him then, soft eyes sparkling with 
something that Sirius couldn’t define, wouldn’t define. 


“| do.” Sirius kissed Remus again, at the corner of his mouth, and he felt Remus’s 
lips part slightly when he did. He pulled back, just far enough that he could look 


Remus in the eyes. “You’re wonderful, Remus.” 


For just a moment-the space of a breath, a stuttered heartbeat-Sirius considered 
leaning in to kiss him. Would Remus stop him? Would he mind? Would he be mad? 


“Remus, I—” 

Remus’s phone rang, and it shattered the moment between them. Suddenly, Sirius 
was very aware of the fact that he was sitting next to Remus on the couch, pressed 
into his side, with Remus’s warm breath on his face, and it was wrong. It was all 
wrong. 


They were just friends. 


Remus had never expressed any interest in him. 


Remus pulled away first, picking his phone up and answering it on the third ring. 
“Hello? Mum?” 


Sirius moved away, stood to leave the room because being in the same space as 
Remus and not touching him felt wrong. Sirius retreated to the kitchen and 
grabbed a glass from the cabinet, and filled it with cold water. 


“How do you know what Google alerts are? No, I’m very excited, too. | just found 
out.” 


Sirius drained the glass, letting the cool water run down his throat and hoping it 
would cool him down. It didn’t help. He filled it again. 


“Yeah, Sirius was here when | found out. He’s—you know, | don’t know. Ill ask.” 


Sirius drained the second glass as he listened to Remus’s footsteps come closer to 
the door. “Hey Sirius, what are you doing for Christmas? Mum says you can come 
stay with us if you want.” 


He almost said yes. He knew that Remus and his mum spent the holidays with just 
the two of them on the cozy little Welsh farm that she still ran, and that sort of 
isolation had an appeal to it that Sirius couldn’t deny. 


Only, right now, all Sirius could think about was pressing Remus into the wall and 
finding out what his lips tasted like, or kissing him next to a twinkling Christmas 
tree after his mother had gone to bed, and that couldn’t happen. Remus did not 
have feelings for Sirius, and he’d made that abundantly clear with the No Kiss 
rule. 


Sirius needed some distance from Remus before he did something they would 
both regret. 


“No, | can’t.” 


Remus’s face fell, and Sirius could almost pretend that it was disappointment and 
longing. “Oh, okay.” 


“l’m going to spend it with the Potters.” That wasn’t strictly true. He hadn’t told 
them he’d be going, but he had a standing invitation whenever he was in town. 
“It’s been a while since I’ve seen them, you know?” 


“Of course. | understand.” For some reason, Remus did not look like he 
understood. Sirius wanted to explain, but what was he supposed to say? 


Remus turned back to his phone. “He’s got other plans, mum. Yes, I’ll tell him.” 
Remus looked at him with a tight smile. “Mum says she misses you, and you’re 
always welcome to come back home with me if you ever want to. No pressure, of 
course.” 


“Thank you. I-” he started to say he missed her too, but he honestly wasn’t sure 
what she thought of him. Did she see him as Remus’s boyfriend? Or did she know 
the whole thing was fake? “Yeah, thank you.” 


Remus nodded and walked out of the room, continuing his conversation with his 
mother out of earshot. Sirius bent forward until he could rest his head on his 
hands on the counter. He needed to get a better handle on his feelings for Remus. 
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With the new year came a new role for Sirius. Surprisingly, however, this one was 
being filmed in London, which meant that Sirius was around a lot more. 


For Remus, it felt like Sirius was always around. They had dinner together, relaxed 
in the evenings together, and climbed into bed together. More often than not, 
Remus found himself waking up wrapped in Sirius’s arms, or with Sirius’s head on 
his chest. It was all terribly domestic and lovely. 


Remus hated it. 


Well, that wasn’t strictly true. He loved it, except that he didn’t. He loved cooking 
dinner with Sirius, except when he had Sirius taste the pasta sauce off the tip of 
the wooden spoon and Sirius groaned in appreciation, he couldn’t lean in and 
follow that groan with a kiss that deepened until he found the source of all of 
Sirius’s noises. He loved it when Sirius pulled him into his chest while they 
watched a movie in the evenings, but he had to physically restrain himself from 
kissing Sirius’s exposed collarbones where the neck of his shirt fell wide. He loved 
holding Sirius while they slept, but he wanted to push his hips forward until Sirius 
could feel where he was hard and keep going until they were both nothing more 
than sweaty, trembling messes in their bed. 


He loved having Sirius around, but he hated that this was all Sirius wanted. 


Sometimes, Remus caught Sirius looking at him in a way that felt heated, 
interested, but Sirius was always quick to push away. There was one time, on the 
day Remus’s book made the best seller’s list, that he thought Sirius would actually 
kiss him. He had felt Sirius’s breath on his lips, and they’d both leaned in... but 
Remus’s mum had called, and he’d fucking answered as though that could in any 
way be more important than kissing Sirius, and Sirius practically ran away from 
him and avoided him through the holiday season. 


So, Remus kept his feelings tucked firmly away, thinking of Sirius only when he 
was alone in the shower, when Sirius couldn’t see the way he affected Remus. 
Remus refused to be just another fan who loved Sirius because he was beautiful 
and there. Sirius deserved better than that, and if he only wanted Remus as a 
friend, then that’s exactly who Remus would be for him. 


Attending Remus’s Bestseller’s party as his plus one was an entirely surreal 
experience. Sirius wondered if this was what Remus felt like following him around 
at premieres. 


They had their own version of a red carpet-which, to be perfectly honest, was 
nothing like a red carpet at all, and much more like having a drink with people 
who wanted to rave about Remus’s work. Honestly, Sirius couldn’t blame them. 
Every time one of them complimented Remus, he was so pleased with the 
comment that he flushed a gorgeous pink, and Sirius wanted to kiss the apple of 
his cheeks where the color seemed the most prominent. 


Sirius hadn’t read Remus’s book yet-he’d meant to, but it felt weird to read it in 
front of him and so little of his free time now was spent apart from Remus. He 
would read it, eventually, though he’d planned to read it the next time filming 
took him away to some remote set on the night that he inevitably ended up lonely 
and wishing for Remus to be there with him. 


For now, he would entertain himself with watching the way Remus lit up when he 
connected with someone over something in his book. Some little piece or part that 
they’d taken personal notice of, that spoke to them the most, and Remus would 
just glow under their attention. 


When they broke away from one particular critic that complimented him on his 
reference to the number theory that... Honestly, Sirius had no idea, but it had been 
a delightful twenty-minute conversation to watch. They walked away, with Sirius’s 
arm around Remus’s waist because he simply could help but to touch Remus. 


Remus looked at him with a soft smile. “Sorry, this must be incredibly boring for 


you. 


“| have never been less bored while also not understanding a single thing being 
spoken,” Sirius replied entirely truthfully. 


Remus snorted. “Yeah, alright. You don’t have to lie to me.” 


Sirius didn’t miss the way his cheeks colored again, and this time, he followed his 
intuition and kissed Remus’s cheek. “I mean it. | love watching you so engaged 
with your fans.” 


“Sure, but you don’t have to stand next to me all night to do it.” Remus looked 
around, then gestured to where James and Lily were sitting with his mum. “You 
could go grab a seat with them. | won’t mind if you need a break from hearing the 
repeated dissection of a book you haven’t read.” 


“Nonsense.” Sirius pulled him closer and kissed his cheek again. “I’m having great 
fun watching you act like you know how to take a compliment.” 


Remus pulled away slightly and turned to him in mock anger. “Hey!” 


Sirius smiled coyly. “No, really. It’s cute. You try to act all cool about it, but your 
blush gives away how pleased you are.” 


“| do not blush,” Remus said as, ironically, a blush spread over his cheeks. 


“Sure you do.” Sirius reached up and placed one hand at the base of his neck. He 
traced a spot of skin behind his ear, nearly at the hinge of his jaw. “It starts right 
about here, then spreads up your cheeks.” Sirius dipped his head to Remus’s neck 
and pressed his lips to that spot, the same way he’d been wanting to all night 
long. 


“Th-that doesn’t happen.” 


If Sirius didn’t know better, he’d think that Remus’s breath hitched when his lips 
brushed over the shell of Remus’s ear. “It does,” he whispered into Remus’s ear. 
“I’ve been entertaining myself by watching that spot of color all night.” 


“You have?” 
Sirius smiled against his ear, and Remus turned himself into Sirius. They were 


standing so close that he could feel Remus’s breath on his neck. “Il have. Do you 
want to know a secret?” 


“Yes.” The sound was breathless, half sigh, and it bolstered Sirius. 


This was not a good idea, but he was drunk on Remus’s presence and the 
incredible amount of pride he had for his best friend’s accomplishments, and 
some voice in the back of his head said that maybe, if he just told Remus, 
everything would be alright. 


Sirius traced his thumb across the spot again, this time tracking it down his neck 
until it disappeared beneath the collar of his shirt. “The color also spreads down, 
and I’m very curious to know where it goes.” 


Remus inhaled sharply, and Sirius kissed the spot on Remus’s neck again. His 
hand grabbed Sirius’s sleeve, clutching it like it was a life vest to hold on to. 


He pulled back from Sirius, far enough to put a few inches of space between them, 
and looked Sirius in the eye. Before he spoke, Sirius could see the deep groove 
between his brows, the severe set of his lips, and Sirius knew he had pushed this 
too far. 


“Sirius, I-” and before the devastating words could fall from his lips, the ones 
where he would ask Sirius not to kiss him like that again, not to make comments 
like that again, Dorcas interrupted them. Sirius was grateful for the reprieve. 


“Remus, you’re needed for an interview with The Knight Book Review. Can you 
come with me please?” 


“Oh, yeah.” Remus smiled at her, then turned back to Sirius with the same groove 
cut between his brows. “Did you-” 


“You go on,” Sirius choked out. “I'll go sit with James and Lily for a bit. Enjoy your 
moment, Remus.” Sirius gripped his hand and walked away. 


Sirius slumped into the chair next to James and watched as Remus gave a dazzling 
smile to the reporter. James nudged his arm, and Sirius looked over to see him 
and Lily looking at him expectantly. “That looked awful intimate,” James said, 
wagging his eyebrows. 


“Don’t get too excited, James.” Sirius waved a hang about generally at the 
cameras. “It was for the publicity.” 


“Sure it was.” James clapped a hand on his knee. “Just know I’m here if you ever 
want to talk.” 


“There’s nothing to talk about.” There’s a bite to his words that he doesn’t mean. 


“If you say so,” James said, frustratingly. Sirius was torn between a desire to punch 
him and want to break down and cry on his shoulder. He did neither. 


Remus was drunk. 


Sirius shouldn’t be so enchanted by this, but it was, frankly, adorable. It started 
sometime after Dorcas told him that his media obligations were done, and people 
kept handing him glasses of champagne to celebrate how great he was. Sirius 
watched three, four, five drinks disappear in quick succession, and at that point, 
Remus was pulled away and he lost count. 


Now, Remus’s cheeks were colored with a deep blush that was dark enough that it 
hid his freckles, and he swayed slightly when he tried to stand still. He was doing 
a decent enough impression of a sober person, though Sirius could see his glassy 
eyes. He was currently talking to an equally drunk Cornelius Fudge, who-as far as 
Sirius was able to determine-was some sort of publishing equivalent to a producer 
that Remus definitely didn’t want to make an arse of himself in front of. 


Sirius had already once steered the conversation away from dangerous territory, 
but neither of them seemed to notice his less-than-subtle change of subject. Now, 
he just had to figure out a way to quietly end the conversation and get Remus out 
of here without upsetting Fudge. 


He suddenly had a lot more appreciation for how seamlessly Remus navigated red 
carpets with him. 


There was a brief pause in the conversation, and Sirius jumped on it, pulling 
Remus away with apologies and the insistence that he was needed elsewhere. 
Remus stumbled slightly as they walked away, but Sirius’s arm around his waist 
was enough to keep him upright. 


“Where do they need me?” Remus asked as they walked across the room. 


“No one needs you right now.” Sirius led him to the door. “We’re going to go 
home.” 


Remus slumped against him. “Oh, good. | don’t know how you do this all the time. 
It’s exhausting.” 


Sirius chuckled. “Well, it’s easier when you don’t get drunk.” 


“| don’t know how that happened either.” Remus held up his hand like he was 
counting. “I only had three drinks. Maybe someone drugged me?” 


“| saw you have five, and | lost sight of you for a bit.” Sirius kept an arm around 
him as the driver opened the door to the limo. “I think you’re just drunk.” 


“Oh.” Remus slid into the seat, then gave Sirius a look with a furrowed eyebrow. “! 
don’t remember that.” 


Sirius couldn’t help but smile as he settled into the seat next to him. “Yes, | don’t 
think you’re going to remember much of this, are you?” 


“l’m going to remember all of it.” Remus settled back against the seat, but when 
the car started to move, he fell dramatically into Sirius. “Woah. We’re going fast.” 


Remus made no move to sit up again, so Sirius wrapped his arms around Remus 
to secure him. “We’re really not.” 


“| fell over, Sirius. It’s fast.” Remus snuggled into him, pressing his face into 
Sirius’s neck. 


“Okay, sweetheart. It’s fast.” 
Remus rested against him for the rest of the ride back, and Sirius didn’t let him 
go. Remus’s breath warmed his neck, and Sirius pretended like this was a perfectly 


normal friend thing to do. He helped Remus upstairs, arm still around his waist, 
and Remus clung to him. Because he was drunk. Obviously. 


Sirius pulled Remus behind him to their bedroom. “Come on. Let’s get you to bed.” 
Remus moved to climb into bed, still fully clothed. Sirius grabbed his hand to stop 
him. “Nuh-huh. You’re going to be so pissed in the morning if you go to bed like 
that.” 


Remus groaned. “No, sleeeeeeep.” 


Sirius sat on the edge of the bed and smacked his thigh. “Go brush your teeth, at 
least.” 


Remus grumbled, but disappeared into the bathroom. Sirius grabbed clothes for 
both of them and set them on the edge of the bed. When he came out a few 
minutes later, Remus was stripped down to his briefs and climbed right into bed. 
“Don’t you want pajamas?” Sirius asked. 


Remus groaned again. “No. Too tired. Too hot.” 


“Alright.” Sirius put them back on top of the dresser. “I’m going to go-” 


“No, bed.” 

“Okay, but | need to-” 

“Bed.” 

Sirius chuckled. “At least let me go brush my teeth.” 

Remus huffed. “Fine, but come cuddle me.” 

Sirius went through his bedtime routine as quickly as he could, brushing his teeth 
and washing his face. He took off his clothes, putting both his and Remsus’s suits 
over the back of a chair. They could hang them tomorrow. 

He stood at the end of his bed, looking at his own boxer briefs, the pile of clothes 
he’d laid out, and Remus, who was already snuggled under the blanket. Without a 
second thought, he crawled into bed and slipped under the covers without putting 
on any extra clothes. He pulled Remus against his chest, and he settled in to 
sleep. 

Remus made a happy humming noise. “You kissed me tonight.” 


“I-uh, what? | didn’t kiss you, you’re just drunk.” 


“You did.” Remus leaned up and kissed his cheek. “Here.” Remus leaned down and 
kissed his neck. “And here.” 


“Sorry, | can stop.” Sirius didn’t pull away. 


Remus presses an open-mouth kiss to the same spot on his neck, then grazed his 
teeth over the spot. “Not very fake boyfriend of you.” Remus licked up to his chin. 


“Sorry.” Sirius still didn’t pull away. “l won’t break the kiss rule.” 

“S’okay.” Remus shifted against him, and Sirius could now feel Remus half-hard 
against his hip. Remus dragged his nose across Sirius’s cheek. “Rules were made 
to be broken.” 

Remus kissed the corner of his lips, and Sirius a/most turned into the kiss. 


Almost. 


Except Remus was drunk, and he made it very clear that he doesn’t want to kiss 
Sirius. 


Remus moved again, and Sirius knew he was going in for the kiss now. He stopped 
Remus with the tips of three fingers smushed against his lips. “Remus, we can’t. 
The No Kiss rule.” 


“| want to break it.” Remus’s words were muffled behind Sirius’s fingers. 


Sirius sighed, and kissed the back of his fingers. Nearly a kiss, but not quite 
enough. “If you still want to break it tomorrow when you are sober, | will kiss you 
then.” 


“Promise?” Remus asked, lips still against Sirius’s fingers. 


“| promise.” Though he was certain, even as he said it, that Remus wouldn’t even 
remember this in the morning. He shifted Remus lower until his head rested on 
Sirius’s shoulder. “Now, go to sleep. You’re going to have the worst headache 
tomorrow.” 


Remus grumbled slightly, but was quickly snoring against his chest. Sirius didn’t 
fall asleep for a very long time. 
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Chapter 23: Just Go With It (2011) 


Summary: 


Just Go With It (2011) 
His heart recently broken, plastic surgeon Danny Maccabee 


(Adam Sandler) pretends to be married so he can enjoy future 
dates with no strings attached. His web of lies works, but when 
he meets Palmer (Brooklyn Decker) -- the gal of his dreams -- 
she resists involvement. Instead of coming clean, Danny enlists 
Katherine Jennifer Aniston), his assistant, to pose as his soon- 
to-be-ex-wife. Instead of solving Danny's problems, the lies 
create more trouble. 


Just Go With It is available on Amazon Prime. 


Remus woke up too warm and with a pounding headache. It hurt to move, so he 
didn’t. 


It wasn’t the first time he woke up in Sirius’s arms, so it didn’t really surprise him 
to find himself there now. It did, however, surprise him to realize that he was 
laying directly on Sirius’s chest, without any shirt on either of them. That was 
new. 


Remus wracked his brain-which, ow- but he couldn’t remember anything relevant 
from the night before. He remembered going to the Best Seller’s List party, and he 
remembered talking to any number of people with Sirius by his side. He 
remembered-he remembered thinking that Sirius was hitting on him before he 
pulled away. Remus remembered drinking. He remembered drinking a /ot. 


There was nothing else. He didn’t even know how they got home, and he certainly 
didn’t remember getting into bed with Sirius especially with-he pulled back the 
blanket to check-both of them most/y naked. He certainly wished he remembered 
that. 


Sirius grunted in his sleep and turned toward Remus, wrapping his arms around 
him and pulling him closer. Remus’s face was pressed into his chest, his hands 
were on Sirius’s waist, and Sirius’s thigh was between his legs. 


Remus lost the battle with his morning hard-on, which was now pressed into 
Sirius’s leg. Sirius hummed and shifted again, and Remus groaned at the friction. 
Sirius was coming awake. Remus knew it, could feel him growing hard against 
Remus’s stomach with only a thin piece of material in between them. 


If he moved now, he could get out before Sirius knew how they woke up. Or, if he 
moved now, he could thrust down against Sirius’s leg and seek the friction he so 
desperately needed. If he moved now, he could smother his moan against Sirius’s 


chest and ride his leg, and maybe when Sirius woke up, he would kiss Remus 
rather than push him away. 


Sirius shifted again, still more asleep than awake, but he pushed his thigh up 
again. Remus inhaled sharply, and the motion pushed his stomach against where 
Sirius was hard. Sirius’s eyes shot open and he went still. Remus held his breath 


expecting Sirius to move or move away. He waited. 


The door banged open. Sirius moved away, pulling his leg from between Remus’s 
right before James landed on top of them. 


“What the fuck, Sirius! You didn’t tell us again?” 
Sirius put a hand over his eyes. “Nothing happened.” 


“Bullshit, mate!” James punched Sirius’s arm. “| don’t know why you didn’t tell us it 
was last night! We could have been here for you.” 


“Oh.” Sirius looked sideways toward Remus and then away again. “It was Remus’s 
night. | didn’t want to ruin it.” 


“What are you talking about, James?” Remus sat up now, letting the blanket fall to 
his waist. “What happened?” 


“Wait, did you not watch it?” James looks between the two of them. “I just assumed 
that you watched together and didn’t tell Lils and I.” 


“Watch what?” Remus asked again. 
“The Oscar nominations were last night.” Sirius shrugged. “It wasn’t a big deal.” 


“Not a big deal! Mate!” James punched his arm again. “You were nominated for 
Best Actor!” 


Sirius’s face went wide with shock. “Il was?” 
James looked at him in disbelief. “You didn’t know? You didn’t even check it?” 


Sirius scrambled for his phone. “It’s out of battery. | didn’t plug it in.” He was half 
off the bed reaching for his cord, trying to quickly power it up again. 


“No wonder you didn’t answer the six times | called,” James laughed, draping his 
arms over his legs and enjoying the panicked excitement from Sirius. “I just 
figured you were on the phone with far more important people than little old me.” 
Sirius glanced at Remus but said nothing. 


The phone turned on, and as soon as it loaded, it began dinging with messages. 
“Woah. | have so many calls to return.” 


Remus cleared his throat. “Congratulations, Sirius.” 


“Thanks, Remus.” He looked up quickly but immediately looked back down at his 
phone. 


“Right. I’m going to go shower.” Remus slid out of bed, suddenly feeling exposed 
by his lack of clothes. 


“Morning Remus!” James called behind him. Sirius didn’t say anything but 
answered a phone call that came through. 


Remus closed the bathroom door, turned on the water, and slid to the floor. If 
James had walked in just two minutes later, what would he have walked in on? 
What was Sirius thinking? Should Remus have moved away sooner? Would Sirius be 
mad that he hadn’t? 


Sirius spent the entire day returning calls and texts and messages. He posted a 
thank you message on Twitter that instantly became his most liked and retweeted 
post ever. He barely managed to feed himself through the outpouring of love from 
fans and friends, and probably wouldn’t have if Remus hadn’t left plates of 
sandwiches and chips within arm’s reach throughout the day. 


Every time he did, Sirius mouthed thank you, and Remus would shoot him a tight 
smile before leaving the room again. It tied knots in Sirius’s stomach-especially 
after the way they woke up-for Remus not to even be able to look at him now. 
Sirius wondered if Remus was maybe nervous about the way things went last 
night. Was he embarrassed or worried that Sirius wouldn’t kiss him? Did he regret 
what alcohol made him do? 


He’d have to deal with it later. 


It wasn’t until after 8 pm that Sirius finally finished the last call he had to make, 
answered the last message, and could finally put his phone away. He turned it all 
the way off and walked away. 


He found Remus sitting in the kitchen, standing over a pan of popping oil. Remus 
jumped slightly when one particular part popped loudly, sucking in a sharp breath 
and cursing the pan under his breath. Sirius didn’t say anything, not wanting to 
startle him, but watched as Remus pulled the golden brown pieces out and placed 
them on a plate covered with paper towels. 


Remus switched off the burner under the oil and turned with the plate in hand, 
and nearly dropped it when he saw Sirius sitting at the counter behind him. 
“Fucking Christ, Sirius. Wear a bell or something.” 


“| didn’t want to say anything earlier.” Sirius couldn’t fight back the smile that 
grew across his face. “Didn’t want you to fall into your oil.” 


“Well, thanks for that, | guess.” Remus set the plate down on the table between 
them and turned to pull sizzling chips out of the oven. “I made you dinner.” 


“You made me-” Sirius looks over the food in front of him and melts just a little 
bit. “You made me fish and chips?” 


“Yeah, it’s your favorite.” Remus turned around to grab a couple of glasses out of 
the cabinet and held his hands up in surrender. “I know you tell the magazines 
that your favorite is coronation chicken sandwiches-which, by the way, is the most 
ridiculous thing I’ve ever heard you claim-but we both know that you go a bit soft 
for fish and chips.” 


“Well, | was never allowed to eat it growing up.” Sirius pulled the plate a little 
closer to him and picked up a still-too—hot piece with the tips of his fingers and 
popped it in his mouth. He breathed around it, regretting slightly not waiting, and 
said, “it tastes like freedom.” 


“| know.” Remus grabbed plates and scooped a load of chips onto Sirius’s. “So, | 
made it for you.” 


“You made it from scratch?” Sirius grabbed the malt vinegar and poured it over his 
food. “Why didn’t you just go down to the chippy and get some?” 


Remus shrugged. “Because | wanted to, | guess. Oh!” Remus licked his fingers ina 
way that did absolutely nothing for Sirius and moved away from his plate. “I have 
something else for you. One second.” 


Sirius watched as Remus pushed a few things aside to pull a bottle out of the back 
of a cabinet, entirely surprised when Remus pulled out a bottle of the same liquor 
they’d shared a few years ago when Sirius was running away from the press and 
an overzealous fan. 


Remus set it down on the counter with a slight thud. “Congratulations, Sirius.” 


“You bought that?” Sirius laughed, picking up the bottle and turning it in his 
hands. “It’s so ridiculously overpriced.” 


“It seemed appropriate for a celebration.” Remus shrugged and took another 
forkful of his fish. 


“When did you even get this? | didn’t think you left all day.” 


“| didn’t,” Remus said. “I’ve had it since the Oscar announcements last year. You 
didn’t get the nomination then, and | considered offering to drink it with you in 
consolation that night, but | figured we could save it for an actual celebration 
when you did get the nomination.” 


Sirius swallowed. “You knew I’d get another chance.” It wasn’t a question. Remus 
had never doubted that Sirius would get a nomination. 


“| did.” Remus licked his fork and set it down on the table. “I told you last year. 
You’re incredible, Sirius. Of course, you got the nomination.” 


Sirius felt his cheeks color. “You’re just saying that because it’s for A/tering the 
Stars.” 


“No, I’m saying that because it’s you, Sirius.” Remus shrugged. “You were always 
meant to be great, and | never doubted it.” 


Sirius cleared his throat, suddenly thick. “You’ll go with me? For the Oscars, | 
mean. | know it’s a long flight, but I’d really like you to be there.” 


“| wouldn’t miss it.” Remus’s smile was so genuine that it warmed Sirius’s heart. It 
seemed like maybe-just maybe-it meant something. Something that might be 
worth fighting for. 


He picked up the bottle and turned it in his hands. “Well, grab some glasses. Let’s 
have a drink.” And then /'// tell you how | feel. 


“Alright, but just one.” Remus moved to the cabinet and pulled out two glasses. “I 
don’t want to get drunk again. | regret last night enough. No need to do it twice.” 


His words hit Sirius’s gut like a stone. So, Remus did regret it. Of course, he did. 
He’d made it clear that he didn’t want Sirius that way. He couldn’t really be 
surprised by this now. 


“Right, of course.” Sirius popped the bottle open. “You’ll have one with me though? 
To celebrate.” 7o drown my disappointment. 


“Of course.” Remus set the glasses on the counter, leaning to close the space 
between them. “But only one.” 


“Of course. Have to keep your head about you.” Sirius raised his glass, not entirely 
sure why they were celebrating anymore. 


e 
22 . €& & 


Sirius let his mind wander for a moment to another life. One where he wasn’t 
recognized on sight as soon as he stepped outside of his flat. One where 
paparazzi wouldn’t follow him, eavesdrop on his conversation, try to get the latest 
scoop whether he was ready to give it or not. 


In that life, this conversation would probably be different. Maybe he’d meet James 
in a seedy pub with cold lager and stale popcorn. Maybe they’d share a pint and 
Sirius would lament to James over his unrequited love of his roommate. 


Sirius didn’t have that life, though. He couldn’t just pop off to the pub with his 
mates for a pint. Instead, he was relegated to sitting at a small round table in the 
too-bright kitchen of James’s house, drinking from a hard glass bottle of 
something he’d picked up before he came and that never tasted quite the same as 
a fresh draft. 


Lily had clocked the look on his face as soon as he walked in and made some 
excuse about having to go meet her sister. The momentary surprise on James’s 
face told him that was a lie, but he was too grateful for the reprieve from niceties 
to really say anything. Lily had kissed him on the cheek (and he definitely didn’t 
think about the way Remus had kissed him on the cheek and whispered about 
rules that were made to be broken) and walked out the door. 


James sat them down at the table and waited. Bless James and his eternal patience. 
Sirius was nearly through his first bottle when the words finally came unstuck 
from his throat. 


“| think | have to end this thing with Remus.” 
James didn’t say anything for long enough that Sirius looked up to meet his eyes. 
Sirius was surprised to find that James looked somewhere between frustrated and 


angry. James rubbed his forehead. “Why do you want to do that?” 


"| don't think | can do this anymore." Sirius drained the rest of his beer and felt the 
weight of the pregnant pause settle between them. He set the empty bottle down. 


"| can't keep holding him and touching him and go on pretending like it means 
nothing. It doesn't mean nothing." 


"What do you mean by that?" James asked, drawing out the words with 
importance. 


"| mean-" Sirius sighed and tried again. "| mean that | can't keep pretending that 
I'm not in love with him when he has no interest in me." 


James went silent for a long moment, and Sirius couldn't look at him. He kept his 
eyes fixed on the beer bottle and began to pick at the label. "Say something, 
James." 


"You two are fucking idiots." 
Sirius's eyes snapped up. James looked surprisingly angry. "What?" 


"Both of you. Complete idiots." James stood up and went to the fridge, grabbing 
two more beers. He popped them open as he walked back. “Maybe, if you two 
would learn to fucking talk to each other, you wouldn’t end up in these 
situations.” 


Sirius grabbed the fresh bottle and took a gulp. “You mean because he would have 
ended it a long time ago and saved me the pain.” 


James fixed him with a hard glare. “That’s the conclusion you want to jump to 
now? That he wanted to end this and for some reason kept going?” 


Sirius threw up his hands. “What conclusion am | supposed to jump to?” 


James threw back his head and groaned. “Okay, fine. So why do you think he 
wanted to end this.” 


“Because | keep pushing things.” Sirius was a bundle of nervous energy and felt 
like he might explode if he continued to sit any longer. He stood and began 
pacing. “I can’t help myself when I’m with him. | keep-I keep kissing him and 
holding him when it’s not necessary, and | keep pushing things further in our 
relationship, and he’s not interested, James.” 


“Why do you think he’s not interested?” James asked in a tone that sounded like he 
was speaking to a child. 


Sirius turned on him and threw his arms wide again. “The No Kiss Rule, James! 
Since the beginning, we’ve had the stupid No Kiss Rule, and I’ve respected that. 
Plus, he’s never said anything about wanting me.” 


“Personally, | think the No Kiss Rule is stupid.” James began. 
“It is!” Sirius continued pacing. “Thank you.” 


“But, | think you should disregard that for now,” James continued. Sirius huffed. 
“About him not saying anything-did you ever say anything to him?” 


Sirius deflated a bit at that. “No, not really, | guess.” 


“What brought this on, Sirius?” James asked. “Just yesterday morning, | walked in 
on both of you mostly naked and cuddling. | honestly thought you were coming 
here to tell me you were together, or at least that you’d shagged.” 


Sirius scoffs. “Not for lack of his trying.” 


James looked thoroughly shocked now. “He tried to sleep with you and you think 
he’s not interested?” 


Sirius sat down again, and buried his face in his hands. “He was drunk. | brought 
him home from the book party, and he was absolutely trashed. | put him to bed- 
before you ask, the lack of clothes was his choice-and he demanded that | come to 
bed and cuddle him.” 


“So you climbed in bed naked?” When Sirius looked up James looked equally 
amused and unimpressed. 


“| wasn’t naked. Nor was he. We both had pants on.” Sirius couldn’t help but smile 
at the accusation. “I don’t know. | just thought that maybe it was my only chance 
to-to hold him like that.” 


“Alright, we’ll come back to that later.” James nodded for him to continue. “What 
else.” 


“Well, he tried to kiss me.” 


James sat back hard in his chair. He put on an accent that Sirius thought was 
supposed to sound like his, but it was insultingly wrong. “Oh James, he’s not 
interested in me! Oh James, I’m so sad because | love him and he doesn’t love me. 
Oh James, two nights ago | cuddle Remus naked in bed and he tried to kiss me, 
but he’s definitely not into me.” 


“We weren’t naked.” Sirius crossed his arms over his chest. “He was drunk. If he 
wasn’t, he wouldn’t have even tried.” 


“How do you know?” 


“Because | told him that, if he still wanted to kiss me when he was sober, then | 
would let him.” Sirius sighed. “Then yesterday, he-he gave me this bottle that he’d 
bought as a congratulation if | ever got an Oscar nomination. Did you know he did 
that?” 


“Yeah, | did.” James leaned forward on his hand. “I was there when he bought it.” 


Sirius shook his head. “I said he should have a drink with me, in celebration, and 
he said-he said he would only have one because he regretted the night before 
enough and that he didn’t want to repeat it.” 


Sirius closed his eyes, waiting for James’s realization. Waiting for the /’7 so sorry / 
was wrong, | guess he doesn’t really like you after all. This was proof. Evidence, 
laid bare in front of him and there was no other interpretation of his words. 


James didn’t say it. 


When Sirius looked up, James looked confused, all furrowed brows and creased 
lines on his face. “Are you sure he remembers what happened?” 


“What-yes, he remembers,” Sirius responded quickly, before he had a chance to 
really consider it. “Didn’t he?” 


“| don’t know. He’d had a lot to drink by the time we saw you take him out. He was 
very, very drunk.” James leaned back, drumming the fingers of one hand on the 
table. “If he hadn’t been with you, Lily and | were going to make sure he got home 
okay, but it looked like you had it handled.” 


“| mean, he was pretty drunk.” Sirius thought back to how Remus fell over in the 
car, and how he resisted changing. “I don’t-do you really-” 


James shrugged. “I don’t know. But, if he didn’t remember and just woke up 
incredibly hungover the next day, the regret he was talking about might have been 
that.” 


“What am | supposed to do?” Sirius heard the desperation in his voice, but he 
couldn’t hide it. Not from James. “I can’t keep-if he doesn’t want me too, | think it 
might break me to keep pretending.” 


James leaned forward, cupping Sirius’s arm with his hand. “Maybe he does want 
you too.” 


“How do | know?” He swallowed past the pounding of his heart in his chest. “How 
can | know?” 


“Sirius,” his voice was kind, and somehow that hurt more. “I think you already 
know. Think about it.” Sirius opened his mouth to argue, but James cut him off. 
“No, really think about it. Think about Remus.” 


Sirius closed his eyes, and he thought of Remus. 


He thought of all the times Remus had stood next to him. All the premiers, all the 
parties, all the photoshoots. Remus had always been next to him. 


He thought about the times that Remus had stepped up for him. Directing 
reporters’ attention elsewhere, giving them mints, or steering him away from 
zealous fans or paparazzi. 


He thought about the times that Remus had been there for him. Driving across 
town to spend the night when Sirius called, and late phone calls when filming left 
him feeling like he was disassociating from himself. When he’d been lonely or 
angry or sad and Remus had been there to hold him-literally or metaphorically- 
until Sirius was alright again. 


Sirius thought about all the ways that Remus touched him, in public and in private, 
and the way that he’d melted into him when Sirius kissed his cheek or his temple, 
the way he’d kissed Sirius back like it meant something. The way he’d practically 
collapsed into Sirius when he made it for the release party. 


He thought of-he thought of James, and what he didn’t quite say. 

“Did you say that we were both idiots?” Sirius asked, looking up slowly as the 
realization dawned on him. “Did you say that, if we learned to communicate, then 
maybe we wouldn’t end up in these situations? Situations, plural?” 


James pressed his lips together, but it couldn’t even hardly hide his smile. 


Sirius felt the smile growing over his face. “James Fleamont Potter, are you telling 
me that you’ve had this conversation with Remus before?” 


James popped his lips and held his hands wide. “I cannot divulge any details about 
the conversation that | had with Remus.” 


His vagueness didn’t deter Sirius any. “But you’re saying there was a 
conversation?” 


James hummed in a non-answer sort of way. “Have you read his book, Sirius?” 


“l-what?” Sirius shook his head. “No, but don’t change the subject. Did he talk to 
you?” 


James checked the time on his phone. “Have you got any other plans tonight?” 
“No. | mean, Remus and | were going to make dinner and watch something, but-” 


James sighed. “And you’re not in a relationship at all.” He rolled his eyes and stood 
up, disappearing into the living room. He came back a moment later with a 
pristine copy of Remus’s book. “Text Remus and tell him you’re not coming home. 
Read the book.” 


Sirius picked up the book, looking over the cover uncertainly. “What does this have 
to do with-” 


“Just read the book, Sirius.” James turned around and walked out of the room, 
leaving Sirius behind with the book and more confusion than he had answers. 


If James thought that reading Remus’s book would help, then maybe it was worth 
a try. 


Sirius moved to the couch in the living room and opened the book to the first 
page. /t was an unremarkable day in every regard, except for one particular thing: 


Filis.... 


Sirius quickly lost himself in the book and the slowly growing love between Callum 
and Ellis. He was three chapters in before he remembered to text Remus. 


Remus Lupin 


u 
Remus 
Oh. 
Okay. Or | could come get you if you 
want? 
LG 


Remus 


K 
See you tomorrow 


Goodnight. 


Sirius felt a bit bad about that, but this-this was more important. It was very 
important because Sirius couldn’t stop picturing Remus as Callum, slowly falling in 
love with Ellis who-unless he was very much mistaken-looked and sounded a lot 
like Sirius. 


Was that an accident? Had it been something Remus intentionally did, or was Sirius 
just looking too deep for signs? Was this some marketing ploy that the publisher 
dreamed up? 


He read the book until he finished, drinking the occasional cup of tea that 
appeared beside him as though by magic-he was sure it was James or Lily, or 
maybe both, but he never once caught them at it. Perhaps it was magic. 


When he finished the book, somewhere around 4 o’clock in the morning, it was 
with tears in his eyes at the beautiful ending that Remus had given Callum and 
Ellis. It was an absolute masterpiece, and Sirius knew that it deserved all the 
recognition it was getting. 


He grabbed his phone, quickly typing in the title, and started searching for what 
people were saying. It didn’t take him long at all to find a mention of his name. 
The first was in some reddit thread, which debated whether the book was their 
love story or just a publicity ploy. The second mention was a Tumblr post that 
theorized whether Sirius would be asked to play Ellis in the movie adaptation and 
whether that was the entire point of describing Ellis that way. 


He found one youtube interview that Remus had done about the book, and Sirius 
watched him blush when the question was asked. “Did | write it for Sirius? Laughs 
Well, | definitely knew that Ellis would be read that way. But, was it intentional? 
Shrugs \ think the dedication really says it all.” 


Sirius hadn’t even looked at the dedication. What did the dedication say? He 
flipped through the pages until he reached the front of the book, turning to the 
page he’d entirely ignored in favor of starting the story. 


To the one who has been by my side since the beginning: 
! would do it all over again if you asked, and 1 would only do one thing differently. 


| would have kissed you on day one. 


Sirius stopped breathing. Had it been here the whole time? If he had just read the 
book sooner, would he have known earlier? He closed the book again and held it 
to his chest, feeling like he might explode for the want in his chest. 


“| never understood why you didn’t read the book.” 


Sirius jumped at his voice. James was standing in the doorway, arms around Lily, 
and both of them looked at him with soft, kind eyes. “I didn’t know.” 


Lily scoffed. “That was clear. No way you could have read that and not mentioned 
it.” She moved to sit next to him. “Why didn’t you? | figured you would read it as 
soon as it was out. Or ask for an advance copy.” 


“I-l meant to.” Sirius wiped his eyes, not even aware he’d been crying until his 
hand came back wet. “I have a copy | carry around, but it just never seemed like 
the right time. | was busy, or | was missing him too much, or | was with him and 
didn’t want to waste that time doing anything else.” 


“You made excuses.” James sat on his other side, wrapping an arm around Sirius. 
“You should have just read it.” 


“Did he-did he do this on purpose? Did he write this book for me?” 


James sighed, scratching his stubble with his fingernails. “I think he probably 
wrote it for himself, but he didn’t back down from the assumption he knew people 
would make.” 


“Why didn’t he tell me?” 


“He tried.” James pulled him close and leaned back against the couch. “Apparently, 
you said something about being glad you didn’t have to deal with unwanted love 
confessions since you had him.” 


“No!” Sirius sat up again. “That wasn’t what | meant. His-it wouldn’t have been 
unwanted. It was very wanted. | don’t- How-” Sirius felt like pulling his hair out. 
“How could he stand to stay if he thought | didn’t want him?” 


Lily leaned her head on his shoulder. “I think, for him, it was worth it to stay for 
you. If that was all he could have of you, then he didn’t want to let it go.” 


Sirius let his eyes fall closed. “He’s too good for me.” 


“Nah, | think he’s just good enough,” James said, wrapping his arms around Sirius 
and Lily. 


“What do | do now?” Sirius asked. 


Lily kissed his cheek. “For now, you go to sleep. In the morning, we'll make a 
plan.” 


“We?” Sirius asked. 
“Of course.” James kissed his other cheek. “We’re team Wolfstar all the way.” 
Sirius laughed. “You think | can do it? You think | can win him back?” 


James just smiled. “I think that boy is waiting for you to do just that.” 


Chapter 24: News Cycle 


cymbalsky > cymbalsky 


> 


So I've just finished reading Lupin's One Week Gentleman (okay, tbh, | 
mean again. How good is this book?) but | can't get over the similarities 
between Ellis and Sirius Black. Like, that was on purpose, right? Are we 
all just pretending that we didn't notice that or, what? 


vy 


= cymbalsky 


Wait, is this actually just a marketing ploy? Are they going to bring Black 
in to play Ellis in the eventual movie adaption? Because like... I'm not 
mad about that. 


#that's a movie I'd see #hopefully the sex scenes are on screen #honeslty 
they'd have to cut half the book if they didn't #who would play Callum 
though? #Benjy Fenwick would be hot 
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Finally recognized for the talent above and beyond his 


handsome face-congratulations! 
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So excited that Sirius had been nominated! Remus’ book 
getting rave reviews and being a best seller, Sirius being 
nominated, these two are definitely the Hot Power Couple we 
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Who will win best actor at #Oscars100? Get your votes 
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36% Clyde Morgan | A Life Well Lived 
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8% Ranbir Kapoor | Sunset Dreams 
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YESSS! Altering the Stars is so good, and SIRIUS DESERVES 
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I'm so, so happy to see Sirius was nominated for an oscar. 
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Time to rewatch Altering the Stars so I'm prepared for Sirius's 
Oscar win. #favoritemovie #Oscars100 #100forSirius 
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44K people are talking about this 


Chapter 25: The Proposal (2009) 


Sirius settled into his seat. By this point, he was as comfortable flying as he was 
riding in a car. It was just another one of the expected realities of his job. Remus, 
on the other hand, was clearly not as comfortable. 


Sirius smiled as he saw Remus shuffle around, organizing his laptop and books- 
yes, plural. Remus had brought with him multiple hardback books. “I have to, 
Sirius,” he’d said when Sirius made the mistake of asking. “What if | finish one? Or 
what if | bring one, and it’s not the one | want to read then?” 


“You could buy a new one,” Sirius pointed out. 


Remus scoffed. “From some corporate bookseller that has a store in every airport? 
No, thank you. You know | only buy books from indie bookstores.” 


“You could get an eReader and-” Sirius cut off the question when he realized that 
Remus was looking at him as though he were a monster. 


Sirius slipped his own kindle out of his bag and slipped it into the storage 
compartment next to his seat. Maybe he was a monster, but it was far easier to 
hide what you were reading if no one could see the cover. 


“Are you alright, Remus?” He reached a hand across the half-lowered divider 
between their seat-which would, eventually, lower all the way to turn their seats 
into a double bed, if they so chose-and grabbed Remus’s hand. “You’ve flown 
before, haven’t you?” 


“| have, but only like twice, ever.” Remus looked around the cabin. “This is sucha 
long flight.” 


“Are you nervous, Mr. Lupin?” 


They looked up to see the flight attendant standing at the end of their row, 
offering them both a warm towel pinched between a pair of tongs. Her hair was a 
soft brown color, and she looked prim and proper in her flight attendant uniform 
with a sharp gold pin on her lapel that indicated her name was Catie. She smiled 
kindly at them. 


Remus gave her a tight smile. “A bit. Any tips?” 


“It goes quicker than you think it will.” Catie leaned against the seat in front of 
them to let someone else pass. “Just try to stay calm, and know that you’re as safe 
here as you can possibly be.” 


“See, Re. You'll be fine,” Sirius said, leaning in a little closer to him. 


“And,” Catie looked up and down the aisle before leaning in a little closer, “I 
normally don’t advocate for joining the Mile High club-it’s a cleanliness thing-but 
these first-class seats lay down flat into a double bed, so if you pull the curtains 
closed, | won’t come knocking.” She leaned in a little closer. “Promise | won’t tell, 
either.” She winked at them and moved off down the aisle. 


Remus’s cheeks turned a dark red color, and Sirius laughed, kissing the back of 
Remus’s hand again. Remus could only look at him. “Have you done that before?” 
he asked. 


Sirius scoffed. “No, absolutely not.” Then Sirius turned lust-filled eyes to Remus. 
“Why, do you want to give it a go?” 


Remus stuttered a response. “I-uh-that’s not-it’s just-” Sirius laughed again, and 
Remus pursed his lips together in amused frustration. He gave a litt hmph and 
pulled his hand away from Sirius. “Maybe if you win the Oscar, we can do it on the 
way home.” 


Sirius threw his head back and laughed. “Alright. I’Il hold you to that.” 


“Yeah, okay.” Remus shook his head and turned back to the warm towel that was 
now sitting on the tray in front of him. “What am | supposed to do with this?” 


Sirius shrugged. “I don’t really know, actually. | usually use it on my hands, but 
I’ve seen people use it on their faces, too.” 


“Really?” Remus unfurled the cloth and pressed it to his hands. 


“Mhm.” Sirius leaned in a little closer and dropped his voice. “Or, if you’re still 
really worked up, you could always toss off and use it to clean up.” 


Remus scoffed. “Right, sure. Just right here in public.” Sirius didn’t miss the blush 
that started from that spot on his neck, though he had to will himself not to chase 
it. 


“Sure, why not?” Sirius plucked at Remus’s now cooling cloth with two fingers. 
“Why do you think they give you a blanket and a warm cloth at the start of the 
flight?” 


“Wait really?” The color spread, and Sirius saw Remus consider his cloth. “They 
help with that?” 


It was too good of an opportunity. There was no way he could avoid saying it. He 
leaned in, pressing his lips to Remus’s temple gently before moving to ghost them 
across the shell of his ear. “Il can give you a hand too, if you want.” 


Remus shuddered-literally shivered at his words (how, exactly, had Sirius missed 
that Remus had feelings for him?)- and looked up at him with wide, uncertain 
eyes. Sirius winked, then turned back to unpacking his bag. 


Remus kept watching him, and Sirius pretended not to notice. When Catie came 
back around to pick up their used washcloths, Remus handed his back sheepishly, 
as though he had made his dirty by the mere thought of using it to clean up his 
spunk. Sirius held back a laugh as he passed his own back. 


When Catie walked away again, Remus began fidgeting in his seat-checking his 
books, adjusting his blanket, checking his phone. Sirius reached out and grabbed 
his hand before he grabbed his bag from under the seat again, likely to check that 
his laptop and cord were there (again). “Relax, Remus. | promise it will be fine.” 


Remus grimaced. “I just wish we didn’t have to wait so long. The anticipation is 
awful.” 


Sirius gave him a tight smile. “The benefit and the curse of first-class boarding.” 
Sirius stroked the back of Remus’s hand with the pad of his thumb. “Do you want 
to try to sleep? Maybe you can get a quick nap in and sleep through take off.” 


“| don’t know.” Remus looked nervous. “What if | miss dinner?” 


Sirius laughed. “Remus, in first class, they’d give you dinner when you woke up, 
but I’ll wake you up when we’re in the air. How about that?” 


Remus sighed. “Okay, yeah. Are you sure you’re okay? You don’t need me to-” 


“Remus, | fly all the time.” He held up his kindle. “I’ve got a book I’m really into. 
l’ve got some movies downloaded. I’ve got a script | need to read. I’m all set.” 


“Okay.” Remus leaned his chair back into a nearly flat position, pulled his blanket 
up under his chin, and closed his eyes. 


Sirius opened his kindle and continued reading the words that were more than 
familiar after he revisited them so many times. 


Callum laid his hand on Ellis’s cheek, caressing the sharp edges of his face that 
had softened under the influence of his smile. “If that’s what you want, then yes. 
I'll do anything you want.” 
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Traveling with Sirius was something else. They were recognized at every turn. The 
flight attendant knew them both by name before they even said anything. They 
walked off the plane and straight through customs with a best of /uck, Mr. Black! 
They were greeted by name by a driver who took their luggage and loaded them 
into a sleek back car. They were checked into the hotel before they even arrived, 
and Sirius was handed keys at the door before their luggage was even unloaded. 


They didn’t even wait for it as the concierge and the bellhop met them with a 
luggage cart and a smile. 


“Welcome, Mr. Black. You’ll be in room 1427.” The concierge handed Sirius the 
keys as he walked through the door. “Your clothes for tomorrow night have 
already been delivered, pressed, and are in your room. I’ve taken the liberty of 
having your room stocked with a few bottles of your preferred wine. | apologize 
for not stocking Mr. Lupin’s favorite beverage, but | do believe it is his first time 
with us?” 


Sirius turned to Remus with a smile. “Is there anything particular you’d like to 
have?” 


Remus gave him a confused look-as though Sirius didn’t know that Remus’s 
favorite wine was the bottle that was one step above the cheapest bottle on the 
shelf. “No, I’m alright. Whatever you have should be fine.” 


Sirius turned back to the concierge, who nodded. “Well, if you change your mind, 
please ring at any time and we'll have it brought to your room.” 


“Uh- Thank you,” Remus said. 


“Would you like me to show you to your room? We will have your luggage delivered 
shortly.” He gestured to the elevators. 


Sirius shook his head. “That won’t be necessary. We can make our way up.” Sirius 
shook his hand, and Remus didn’t miss that Sirius passed him something green in 
the handshake. “Thank you, Carl.” 


“You’re welcome sir, and if | may say, we’re all pulling for you.” 
Sirius laughed. “I’m sure you tell that to all the nominees.” 


Carl shrugged. “Perhaps, but with you, | actually mean it. Have a good evening, 
sirs.” 


Remus didn’t say anything until the elevator doors shut behind them. “You have a 
preferred wine?” 


Sirius laughed. “I guess | do. They kept leaving a complimentary bottle in my room 
every time | was here, and they were all excellent wines. Carl asked me every time 
what | thought, and | complimented him and said something about how | liked it. 
One time, | guess whatever | said told him that | preferred that one, and they’ve 
been sending it ever since.” 


“Do you actually prefer it?” Remus asked skeptically. 
Sirius shrugged. “It’s good. You can’t really complain about a $500 bottle of wine.” 


“Five hundred dollars?” Remus concentrated for a second. “Wait, what is that in 
pounds?” 


Sirius winced. “Like £400?” 


“Nope.” Remus shook his head. The elevator doors popped open, and Sirius 
followed Remus into the hallway. “No way. There’s no way they just give you a 
£400 bottle of wine. That’s so much.” 


Sirius walked up and threw an arm around Remus. “Darling, I’m going to suggest 
right now that you don’t check the price tags on anything this week.” 


Remus stopped in the middle of the hallway and turned to look at Sirius. “How bad 
is it?” 


“It’s not.” Sirius tried to keep walking with his arm around Remus’s shoulders. 
“You don’t have to pay for it. And-” Sirius begins as Remus tries to interrupt again, 
and Sirius presses a finger to his lips “-I invited you to be here with me, as my 
guest. So | get to pay for it, and you get to just enjoy it. | fully intend to spoil you. 
No arguments.” 


Sirius didn’t move his finger from Remus’s lips until he nodded, by which point 
Remus could feel how much he was blushing. Sirius pulled his finger away and 
kissed Remus’s forehead. “Good. So don’t check the price tags. Just enjoy.” 


Sirius grabbed Remus’s hand as he walked away, pulling him behind him to their 
room. Well, suite, really. Remus had to bite his tongue not to ask about the price. 
If Sirius’s knowing look was anything to go by, he knew Remus was restraining 
himself. 


They opted to stay in that night, between the jetlag and nerves for the next day. 
Instead, they ordered room service and then curled up in bed together and 
watched a movie. Remus sat against the headboard and tucked Sirius against his 
chest between his legs, running his fingers through Sirius’s hair until Sirius 
relaxed against him. 


The next morning, Remus woke up to Sirius plastered to his chest, arms wrapped 
around his waist. He was still between Remus’s legs with his head tucked under 
Remus’s chin. As Remus took stock of their position, and the particular way that 
Sirius was lying against him, he realized that he was poking Sirius in his stomach. 


There really was no way to avoid Sirius realizing that, was there? 


Remus shifted a bit, trying to work his way out from under Sirius, but Sirius held 
him tighter. “No, don’t. Stay.” 


Remus felt Sirius’s sleepy voice rumble through his chest, and that did not help his 
current state. Remus shifted, but with how tight Remus was holding him “Sirius, 
Vm-” 


“| know.” Sirius nuzzled into Remus’s chest. “Please stay anyway?” 


“Do we have anywhere to be right now?” Remus asked. Sirius shook his head 
against Remus’s chest. “Alright, then. We stay.” Remus wrapped his legs around 
Sirius, ankles hooked behind Sirius’s back, and they dozed in the warm, gauzy 
morning light that flitted in through the curtains. 


They finally got out of bed an hour before Sirius’s prep team arrived, sipping 
passible tea and eating a light lunch as they took turns in the shower. When 
Remus came out, Sirius was sitting in a chair with someone standing behind him, 
massaging a hair cream into his long hair. 


Remus settled in to watch the process that went into making Sirius into The Sirius 
Black that the world knew him as. Hair perfectly in place, what they called “light, 
natural makeup” plastered onto his face, and his clothes expertly arranged. He 
looked stunning. 


Remus indulged Sirius’s whim over having them do Remus as well. Not nearly to 
the extent they prepped Sirius, but Remus allowed them to put some sort of curl 
cream in his hair and to apply some creams to his face as well (for all he knew, the 
face cream was for his curls as well). 


In the end, he stood next to Sirius in the mirror and did not feel entirely out of 
place. 


“Well, you clean up nicely, Mr. Lupin,” Sirius said, smiling at Remus in the mirror. 


“It’s right time, too, innit?” Remus straightened his lapels. “Whose that street 
urchin you’ve been taking to all the premieres? Shoulda taken me. | look snazzy.” 


Sirius laughed and pulled Remus close to him with an arm around his waist. He 
kissed Remus’s cheek. “You do, but I’m happy to have you with me no matter how 


you look.” 


Remus felt the blush spread across his cheeks. “That sounds like a challenge.” 


Sirius kissed him again. “You would take it that way, wouldn’t you? Come on.” 


They rode in a limo to the Oscars and stepped out onto the red carpet. There were 
a million more cameras pointed at them than Remus was used to, but somehow, it 
was over much quicker than he expected before they were being ushered further 
along the carpet for whoever the next celebrity coming in was. 


The entire walk worked that way. They talked to far more people than normal ona 
red carpet, but the questions were much more brief and streamlined. More people, 
less time, and surprisingly, more personal questions, even toward Remus. 

Mr. Black! Do you think you'll win tonight? 

Mr. Lupin, how are the book sales? 

What’s your pre-Oscars ritual? A little romp in the sack with your boyfriend? 
Remus, will you propose if he wins tonight? 

Mr. Black, what performance are you most excited to see tonight? 

Mr. Lupin, how does it fee/ to be out here rubbing elbows with real celebrities? 
Sirius kept Remus tucked against his side for most of the night. Even when they 
had to step apart-which was often, considering how often they wanted 
photographs of Sirius’s outfit-Sirius kept Remus within his sight. 

At first, Remus wondered if it was for him, but he realized that it was actually 
nerves. This was how Sirius was showing his nerves-by clinging to Remus. Which 
was perfectly fine to Remus, if he’d been asked. When he realized this is what 
Sirius was doing, he made sure to put a calming hand on Sirius’s back, or stroke 
his hand down Sirius’s arm or hand, or just lace their fingers together when that 
was all he could do. 

When they finally made it inside and away from the cameras, Sirius was cornered 
by hair and makeup, who gave him a once over. Sirius let out a long breath as they 
powered and fluffed him. 

“Alright?” Remus asked. 


“Yeah. Yes.” Sirius smiled at him, but it was tight. “That was just a lot.” 


“It was,” Remus agreed, and reached for Sirius’s hand. “There’s a lot more to go.” 


“| know, but I’ve got you with me.” Sirius let his eyes fall closed as they adjusted 
the makeup over his eye. “I'll be fine as long as you stay with me.” 


They eventually found their seats, near the front of the room, and Sirius sat 
nervously. “Alright. Okay. Here we go.” 


Remus smiled and held his hand. “It’s alright, you know. It’s going to go great.” 


“How do you know?” Sirius asked, and the uncertainty in his voice was entirely too 
endearing. 


“| don’t.” Remus shrugged with a small smile, and Sirius laughed. “But, if it 
doesn’t, I’ll be right here to give you a hug when it’s done.” 


Sirius’s smile at the familiar words could have lit up the whole room. “Will you still 
give me a hug if it goes poorly?” he asked. 


“rll even give you a kiss,” Remus replied. 
Sirius pursed his lips. “Let me guess-a No Kiss Rule following kiss?” 


“No,” Remus said, not entirely sure where he got the guts to just say it now. “One 
with tongue, if you’d like.” 


Sirius laughed and pulled Remus into his chest. He kissed Remus’s forehead. “Are 
you that kind of boy, then?” 


Remus blew out a long, slow breath, drawing out the moment. “For you, | might 
just be any kind of boy you want.” 


Sirius kissed his temple. “We’ll talk about that after.” 
Remus wondered if it was a mistake. 


Remus watched Sirius’s anxiety grow through each presenter and performer. He 
twitched nervously in his seat, worried the napkin between his fingers, even 
picked at his perfectly manicured nails. Remus grabbed his hand and held it, 
kissed the back of it, and was content to let Sirius fiddle with his fingers. When he 
could, he leaned to the side and made funny comments in his ear that had Sirius 
fighting to keep a straight face. 


Regardless, Sirius was still on the edge of his seat when they came down to his 
award, and Remus could do nothing but hold on. 


Marlene McKinnon and Emmaline Vance, two people that Remus knew in passing 
from other movies Sirius had done before, took to the stage. Remus couldn’t pay 
attention to what they were saying for trying to rub Sirius’s hand. 


On the large screen in front of them, a camera had panned in on each of the five 
nominee’s faces. Sirius looked calm but excited, and Remus- 


Remus held his breath. 


Emmaline went first. “For Best Actor in a Leading Roll for the 100th Academy 
Awards, the Oscar goes to-” 


Marlene opened the envelope in her hands, and it was the slowest motion Remus 
had ever lived through. Ocean tides changed, mountains eroded, rivers cut valleys 
through the land, and they were still sitting there waiting for her to just open the 
damn envelope. 


She slid out the paper, and smiled down at the words on the page in her hands. 
“The winner is Sirius Black.” 


The room went completely silent. Or, perhaps, Remus’s entire world narrowed 
down to Sirius, and the moment that he heard his own name called. He went from 
calm and collected to elated and crying in the most monumental revelation ever. 
Remus hoped that James was recording this at home, because Remus wanted to 
watch this moment hit Sirius on repeat for the rest of their lives. 


They stood together, because Sirius still had his hands in a tight grip, and they 
turned into each other. Remus threw his free hand around Sirius’s shoulders and 
gave him a brief but tight hug. “You won! Oh, baby, you won,” he whispered in 
Sirius’s ear. 


Sirius pulled back, and Remus nearly kissed him just for the look on his face. The 
cameras followed him to the stage as he accepted hugs and cheek kisses from 
Marlene and Emmaline, took the Oscar from their hands, and stepped up to the 
microphone. 


Remus was sitting again, hands pressed to his chest as he felt his heartbeat race. 
He couldn’t even hear the first of Sirius’s speech through the roar of blood in his 
ears, and the fe won he won he won playing on repeat in his head. It was some 
nonsense about thanking everyone he’d ever worked with. 


Though, one part of Sirius’s speech made Remus stop short and sit up. 


“Most of all, however,” Sirius said with the most serene look on his face, “I have to 
thank Remus, who has been with me through it all, before Hollywood even dared 


to call my name. Do you know that my first acting gig was in a play that Remus 
wrote?” 


Remus felt half the cameras in the room pan to look at him, but he couldn’t take 
his eyes off of Sirius, who was looking right back. 


Sirius smiled at him. “That’s right. We were sixteen years old, and we had snuck 
out after hours at boarding school when we were caught by the headmaster. We 
were high as balls-” Sirius looked at the camera. “Wait, can | say high as balls on- 
nope, they’re going to bleep this out.” Sirius shrugged, earning himself laughter 
from the audience. 


“So, we were out after curfew, and we were caught by the Headmaster. He looks us 
straight in the eyes and says, ‘Give me one good reason you’re out of bed now.’” 
Sirius shudders, as though the mere memory of the conversation was enough to 
frighten him again. “Remus, without missing a beat, says ‘We’re rehearsing our 
play.’” Sirius runs a hand down his face in exasperation. 


“We, of course, did not have a play we were rehearsing, and the Headmaster called 
his bluff. He gave us a week to get the play ready, and told us we would be 
performing it in front of the entire school at the next assembly.” Sirius shook his 
head. “Remus was completely unfazed. Ever the writer, he wrote a short play 
overnight, cast the two of us as the romantic leads-should have seen that coming, 
shouldn’t |?” Sirius got another round of laughter. “And he put us to rehearsing 
every single day until we were ready to perform.” 


Sirius looked down at the award in his hand, turning it slight, and set it on the 
podium in front of him. “Now here’s the thing. | was, as you may be surprised to 
learn, a little shit. I-” Sirius looked at the camerman again. “Oh, | can’t say shit on 
TV either. So many rules.” Sirius shrugged. “I was, as you may be surprised to 
learn, not likely to follow all instructions accurately. | might have adlibed a little 
bit-| can already see Filius sitting there nodding, yes-” the camera pans to a short 
man in the second row who is nodding and mouthing he does that a// the time “- 
this time, specifically on a dare from our friend James to end the play by 
proposing to Remus instead of fake slapping him like he’d written. So, to Remus’s 
utter surprise, | did.” 


Sirius reached into his pocket and pulled out one small object-a ring pop ina 
crinkly bag. Remus inhaled sharply, and he watched as the television screen 
version of himself pressed his fingers to his lips. 


“| pulled out a ring pop, and in the middle of the stage, and proposed to Remus.” 
Sirius smiled at him once more. “He opened it right there, popped it in his mouth, 
and told me that he’d have to call his mum to get permission first, and walked off 


stage.” Laughter rounded the room again. “You’ll be happy to know that we didn’t 
get detention.” More laughter. 


Sirius looked back down at the Oscar, and at the ring pop in his hand, and he 
smiled at Remus once more. “So, darling, this is thanks to you. Thank you for 
being with me every step of the way. Thank you for always beeing there for me, 
through the good and the bad. Thank you for-” He stopped, pausing to breath, 
and Remus felt like he couldn’t catch his own. “Thank you for being the best part 
of my life for all of these years. | could not have done a single thing without you 
next to me, and | never want to have to try.” 


He said a few more thank yous, and to raucous applause, walked off the stage. 
When he got to his seat, he kissed Remus on the cheek again. 


“I told you it would go well, didn’t I?” Remus said, whispering into Sirius’s ear. 


“You know what that means,” Sirius responded, and he dropped a wink that made 
Remus’s heart flutter. 


The rest of the awards show went quickly after that, or maybe Remus’s speeding 
heart made it feel quicker when he was holding Sirius’s hand. After, Sirius pulled 
him along as he greeted and thanked an innumerable amount of people who 
approached him. Finally, Remus stood beside him as he talked to one last 
reporter. 


“You made a very moving speech about Mr. Lupin. Did he know that was coming?” 
Mr. Green asked. 


Sirius glanced at Remus, who was wide-eyed and shaking his head, and Sirius 
chuckled. “He didn’t, actually. I’m honestly surprised he never asked to see my 
speech, but it’s for the best that he didn’t, | think.” 


Remus huffed. “I didn’t even know you were writing a speech, so | guess that’s on 


me. 


“Do you think there will be another proposal for you two soon?” Mr. Green looked 
hopefully between them. 


Remus smiled indulgently, used to hearing this question shot their way. Sirius, 
however, did not answer with the same non-committal response he normally did. 
“Perhaps someday, if I’m lucky.” Sirius pulled him close again, and kissed the top 
of his head. “If Remus is crazy enough to have me, but | haven’t asked yet.” 


“Soon, perhaps?” Mr. Green tried again. 


Sirius winked at him. “I wouldn’t tell you if | knew, would I?” To Remus, it almost 
felt real. He knew it wasn’t, and it stung. Sirius took Mr. Green’s hand and shook 
it. “We really should be off. Lots to do before we can call it a night, huh?” 


Sirius led Remus away with an arm around him, and it was probably for the best. 
Sirius’s last words were still floating around his head. When they made it to the 
private area of the theater, Remus couldn’t help but laugh at how ridiculous he 
was being. 


“You’re very good at that,” he said under his breath. 
“At what?” Sirius asked, apparently not missing Remus’s comment. 


“At-at pretending.” Remus gestured vaguely back toward where they’d come from. 
“At this whole faking it, thing. | guess | shouldn’t be surprised. This is your job. 
You did just get an award for being the best at pretending.” 


Sirius stopped him with a hand to his arm and turned Remus to face him. “What if | 
told you that | wasn’t pretending?” 


“What?” Remus asked, not understanding what this could mean. 


“What if | told you that | wasn’t pretending,” Sirius said again. “That this whole 
time, it was always real for me.” Sirius took a step forward, taking Remus with him, 
and Remus’s back hit a wall. He looked up into Sirius’s face, and all the sincerity 
that he held there. “What if | told you that | was never pretending?” 


“I-| don’t- Don’t- don’t play with me, Sirius.” Remus’s voice took a sharp bite, 
assuming that Sirius was pranking him again. 


“l’m not, Remus. Not even a little bit.” Sirius dropped his head to Remus’s neck 
and kissed him, then brushed his lips across the shell of Remus’s ear. “I want you, 
Remus. | want to make a go of this, with you, if you’ll have me.” 


“Yes.” The word is out of his lips before he can even think about it, before he can 
even consider if this is some elaborate hoax. He wouldn’t. He couldn’t. “Yes, | do. | 


don’t-I don’t know how this is supposed to work, but yes. Absolutely, yes.” 


Sirius smiled against his ear. “| have some ideas on how it should go,” Sirius says. 
“Do you want to hear about them?” 


“Yes.” It was a breath more than a word, a gasped-out sound. He couldn’t be 
blamed, though. Sirius was kissing his neck. 


“| think we should take things slow.” 


“What?” Remus put both hands to Sirius’s chest and pushed, enough to put some 
distance between them so that he could look at Sirius’s face. It was, unfortunately, 
completely blank. “Sl-slow?” 


Sirius nodded. “Definitely. We don’t want to rush into anything too quickly.” 


“Oh,” Remus cleared his throat (though that didn’t clear his head). “Right, sure. Of 
course.” There was a momentary pause. “How slow?” 


“Well, | think we should definitely keep the No Kiss Rule.” 
Sirius said it so definitively that Remus deflated a bit. “Oh? Y-you do?” 


“At least for a few years. Give ourselves a chance to date a bit. Figure out if we can 
do this thing.” 


Sirius was, literally, out to kill Remus. That was the only explanation. “Years?” 
Remus asked. 


“Yeah, or however long it takes us to hit a few milestones,” Sirius said. 
Milestones. Remus could handle milestones. “Like?” 

“Well, definitely a few dates, maybe a few movie premieres. A ball.” Sirius began 
ticking off things on his fingers. “I’ll probably let you hump my leg in your sleep 
though.” 


Remus smacked his shoulder. “We agreed not to discuss that again.” 


“It’s a milestone, Remus!” Sirius laughed. He kept counting. “Survive a scandal or 
two, you should sleep in my bed once or twice, but then you can move in-” 


“Hey, wait a minut-” 


“You should probably write a book where you write me in as the main love 
interest.” Sirius said it so simply, as though they’d discussed this before. 


“You read my book?” 
Sirius smiled. “I did. Sorry it took me so long.” 
“S’okay,” Remus mumbled. He couldn’t take his eyes off of Sirius. 


Sirius held Remus’s hand in his, running his thumb over his knuckles. “After that, 
we’ll have to get really drunk and almost kiss, but don’t worry, because you won’t 


remember begging me to break the rule.” 
Remus inhaled sharply. “I did?” 


“You did, and | almost let you.” Sirius’s eyes darted to his lips, then back up. He 
cleared his throat. “I'll fly you across the world to go to some silly party, and we’ll 
take home a little golden man.” Sirius held up his Oscar with a smile. “That will be 
almost slow enough.” 


“Almost?” Remus asked, wondering what else could possibly be coming. 


“Almost,” Sirius said confidently. “I need you to ask you one more question, and if 
you say yes, then | think it might be high time that we kiss.” 


Remus waited, with literally no idea what Sirius could want to ask him now. Sirius 
slipped his hand in his pocket, and pulled out one crinkly package holding a ring 
pop. “Say yes, and I'll kiss you as much as you want.” 


“Say yes-” it dawned on him slowly, seeing Sirius standing there with a ring pop in 
his hand. “Sirius, you can’t just propose to me because you won an Oscar! You 
can’t- It’s a decision that takes time, and planning, and-” 


“’m not hearing a no in that.” Sirius stuck his hand in his pocket again. “But, to be 
fair, | did plan this. | just thought the ring pop was cuter.” He pulled his hand back 
out of his pocket. 


In his hand was a small velvet box, and Remus stopped breathing. Sirius flipped it 
open and inside was a solid gold right with little diamonds marking out the Canis 
Major constellation. In place of the Sirius star was a much larger diamond. 


“Sirius.” Remus’s hand wrapped around his throat, hardly believing what he was 
seeing. 


“| did plan this, Remus. | planned every second- Okay, well, |’d hoped for the 
Oscar win, but I’d planned to do this if | won or lost.” Sirius turned the box and 
looked at the ring. “You’re it for me, Remus. You’re the happy ending of every 
movie, the happily ever after at the end of every fairy tale. You’re exactly who I’m 
meant to love, and I-” he sighed. “I'd really like to kiss you now.” 


Remus threw his arms around Sirius’s neck and kissed him soundly. He nearly 
dropped the ring box, but he managed to hold onto it as he clung to Remus. They 
briefly paused so Sirius could slide the ring on his finger. 


“Yes, Il marry you. I'll marry you tomorrow. Let’s load up everything and head to- 
Where is it the Americans get married? Let’s get married in Las Vegas, and then we 


can let our secret slip out slowly.” Remus looked down at his finger that now held 
the ring. 


“We need your mum,” Sirius responds, kissing the corner of Remus’s mouth. 


“Oh.” Remus crunched his face. “Okay, well, yes. She’d be livid if | left her out of 
it.” 
“And James and Lily,” Sirius said. “We’ve promised them Best Man/Woman duties.” 


Remus laughed. “Right, of course, them too.” 


“If you want, though,” Sirius said, “I'll give you the whole big wedding you always 
wanted. Big white cake and cheesy dancing, the whole thing.” 


Remus shook his head. “I don’t care. We could get married in the back of your car, 
if you want. As long as | get to kiss you again.” 


They kissed again, for a long time, and neither of them were bothered by the flash 
of the camera filling the room. 
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We snuck back stage after the Oscars, and caught an intimate 
moment between Sirius Black and Remus Lupin! The pair is 
rarely seen kissing, but we caught all the juicy details. Head 
over to thequibler.com for exclusive photos. 
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I've done some zooming on the Oscar backstage photos... Is 
this an engagement ring? | can't find it on any of the red 
carpet photos. Did Sirius propose after the Oscars? Did the 
Quibbler catch the proposal? 
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